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SPECIMENS, 



JAMES L 

(1608 to 1625.) 

It has been remarked bj Bishop Percy, that almost all 
the poetry which was composed doring the early part of 
the preceding reign was remarkable for the facility and 
musical flow of its versification ; whereas the composi- 
tions of Donne, Jonson, and many of their contempora- 
ries are, in general, unusually harsh and discordant. 

Indeed, our literature could not fail of reflecting, in 
some degree, the manners of the court. Our maiden 
queen, unable to submit without some degree of peevish- 
ness and regret to the ravages made in her charms by 
the attacks of age and infirmity, spread uneasiness and 
constraint all around her ; and the playful gallantry inse- 
parable from a female court was gradually succeeded by 
a more cold and gloomy system of manners. Poetry, 
which had long been busied with the loves and graces, 
was now only occupied with the abstruse researches of 
sdence; and fancy seemed to be crushed and overlaid 
by the weight of learning. 

The accession of James I., who brought to the throne 
the accomplishments and dispositions of a pedagogue, 
contributed to the growth of pedantry and affectation ; 
and at the same time the sullen spirit of puritanism, which 

VOL. HI. B 
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2 REIGM OF JAMES I. 

began to be widely diffused, concurred in vitiating the 
national taste. The theatres alone seem to have been the 
refuge of genius, nor has any sera of our history produced 
so many models of dramatic excellence : but the wretched 
spirit of criticism which prevdled in the closet is evinced 
by the multiplied editions of Donne, Herbert, and similar 
versifiers ; by the general preference of Jonson to Shak- 
speare ; and by the numberless volumes of patchwork and 
shreds of quotation which form the prose compositions of 
this age. 

It is remarkable, that the series of Scotish poets termi- 
nates abruptly in this reign, and that no name of eminence 
occurs between those of Drummond and Thomson. In- 
deed it is not extraordinary that the period which inter- 
vened between tlie union of the two crowns and that of 
the countries should have proved highly unpropitious to 
Scotish literature. Scotland, becoming an appendage to 
the sister kingdom, was subjected, as Ireland has since 
been, to the worst of all governments, being abandoned 
to the conflict of rival families, who were alternately sup- 
ported by the English administration, so that it exhibited 
a species of anarchy under the auspices of a legitimate 
sovereign. 

James I. was himself a poet, and specimens of his 
talent, such as it was, are to be found in many of our mis- 
cellanies. He also wrote some rules and cautek, for the 
use of professors of the art, which have been long, and 
perhaps deservedly, disregarded. 

The most favourable sample of his Majesty's poetic 
skill has been lately obtained from the College library, 
Edinburgh, and will be found in the following page. It 
is prefixed to Fowler's translation of the Triumphs of 
Petrarch, a MS. before described. 
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JAMES L 



SONNET. 



We find by proof that into every age 

In Phoebus' art some glistering star did shine, 
Who, worthy scholars to the Muses sage, 

Fulfili'd their countries with their works divine. 

So Homer was a sounding trumpet fine 
Amongst the Greeks, into his learned days ; 

So Virgil was among the Romans si^ne 
A sprite sublim'd, a pillar of their praise ! 
So lofty Petrarch his renown did blaze 

In tongue Italic, in a sugar'd style, 
And to the circled skies his name did raise : 

For he, by poems that he did compile. 
Led in triumph Love, Chastness, Death, and Fame : 
But thou triumphs o'er Petrarch's proper name ! 

Signed "J. Rex." 
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ROBERT BURTON, 

Otherwise known by the name of Democritus junior, 
was bom in 1576, of an ancient and genteel family, at 
Lindley, in Leicestershire. In 1593, he was entered a 
commoner at Brazennose College, in 1599 elected stu- 
dent of Christ-Church, and in 1616 made vicar of St. 
Thomas's, Oxford, which preferment, with the rectory of 
Segrave in Leicestershire, " he kept," says Wood, " tuitk 
much ado to his dying day." The same writer adds, 
" He was an exact mathematician, a curious calculalor of 
noHvities, a general-read scholar, a thro'-paced philologist, 
and one that understood the surveying of lands toell ;" and 
though •* a melancholy and humorous person," yet " of great 
honesty, plain-dealing, and charity." Wood had also 
heard some of the antients of Christ- Church often say, 
** that his company was very merry, facete, and juvenile^ 
His " Anatomy of Melancholy," a very singular work, in 
which Dr. Ferriar has detected the source of many of 
Sterne's most admired passages, was first published in 4to, 
1621, and, after subsequently passing through seven edi- 
tions in folio, has been lately republished. Wood says 
the bookseller got an estate by it ; and that " 'tis a book 
so full of variety of reading, that gentlemen who have 
lost their time, and are put to a push for invention^ may 
furnish themselves with matter for common or scholastical 
discourse and writing." From what he farther observes, 
it should seem that Sterne was not without precedent in 
his depredations upon Burton. '* Several authors have 
unmercifully stolen matter from the said book without 
any acknowledgment, particularly one Will. Greenwood," 
&c., ** who, as others of the like humour do, sometimes 
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ROBERT BURTON. 5 

takes his quotations without the least mention of Demo- 
critus junior." Dr. Johnson thought highly of the *' Ana- 
tomy of Melancholy ;" see BoswelPs Life ; and Mr. War- 
ton, in his notes to Milton's minor poems, p. 94, second 
edition, supposes that great poet *' to have borrowed the 
subject of L' Allegro and II Penseroso, together with 
some particular thoughts, expressions, and rhymes," from 
the subsequent specimen. '* As to the very elaborate 
work," says Mr. Warton, " to which these visionary verses 
are no unsuitable introduction, the writer's variety of 
learning, his quotations from scarce and curious books, his 
pedantry, sparkling with rude wit and shapeless elegance, 
miscellaneous matter, intermixture of agreeable tales and 
illustrations, and perhaps, above all, the singularities of 
his feelings, cloathed in an uncommon quaintness of style, 
have contributed to render it, even to modem readers, 
a valuable repository of amusement and information.** 

Burton was fond of poetry, and left behind him a very 
curious poetical and miscellaneous library, out of which 
he bequeathed to the Bodleian all the books not already 
contsdned in it. He died in 1639, (very near the Hme of 
his own calctdaiion,) and was buried in Christ-Church Ca- 
thedral, where his bust may be seen, as well as a short 
Latin inscription, hb own composition, on a monument 
erected by the care of his brother William, the antiquary 
and historian of Leicestershire. 



The Abstract of Melancholy. 

[Prefixed to " The Anatomy of Melancholy."] 

When I go musing all alone, 
Thinking of divers things foreknown, 
When I build castles in the air, 
Void of sorrow, and void of fear, 
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REIOK OF JAMBS I. 

Pleasing myself with phantasms sweet, 
Methinks the time runs very fleet 
All my joys to this are folly, 
Nought so sweet as melancholy. 

When I lie waking, all alone, 
Recounting what I have ill done, 
My thoughts on me then t3rrannise, 
Fear and sorrow me surprise ; 
Whether I tarry still, or go, 
Methinks the time moves very slow. 
All my griefs to this are jolly, 
Nought so sad as melanchdy. 

When to myself I act, and smile, 
With pleasing thoughts the time beguile. 
By a brook-side, or wood so green. 
Unheard, unsought-for, or unseen, 
A thousand pleasures do me bless. 
And crown my soul with happiness. 
All my joys besides are folly. 
None so sweet as melancholy. 

When I lie, sit, or walk alone, 

I sigh, I grieve, making great moan. 

In a dark grove, or irksome den, 

With discontents and furies, then 

A thousand miseries at once 

Mine heavy heart and soul ensconce. 
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All my gne& to this are jolly. 
None so sour as melancholy. 

Methinks I hear, methinks I see 

Sweet music, wondrous melody, 

Towns, palaces, and cities fine, 

Here now, then there, the world is mine ; 

Rare beauties, gallant ladies shine. 

Whatever is lovely or divine. 
All other joys to this are folly. 
None so sweet as melancholy. 

Methinks I hear, methinks I see 
Ghosts, goblins, fiends : — ^my fantasy 
Presents a thousand ugly shapes. 
Headless bears, black men, and apes. 
Dolefiil outcries, and fearful sights. 
My sad and dismal soul affrights. 
All my griefs to this are jolly. 
None so damn'd as melancholy. 

Methinks I court, methinks I kiss, 

Methinks I now embrace my miss ; 

O blessed days, O sweet content ! 

In Paradise my time is spent ! 

Such thoughts may still my fancy move, 

So may I ever be in love ! 
All my joys to this are folly. 
Nought so sweet as melancholy. 
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When I recount love's many fHghts, 
My sighs and tears, my waking nights. 
My jealous fits ; O mine hard fate 
I now repent, but 'tis too late. 
No torment is so bad as love, 
So bitter to my soul can prove. 
All my grie& to this are jolly. 
Nought so harsh as melancholy. 

Friends and companions, get you gone ! 

'Tis my desire to be alone ; 

Ne'er well, but when my thoughts and I 

Do domineer in privacy. 

No gem, no treasure like to this, 

'Tis my delight, my crown, my bliss. 
All my joys to this are folly, 
Nought so sweet as melancholy. 

'Tis my sole plague to be alone ; 

I am a beast, a monster grown ; 

I will no light nor company, 

I find it now my misery. 

The scene is tum'd, my joys are gone. 

Fear, discontent, and sorrows come. 
All my griefs to this are jolly, 
Nought so fierce as melancholy. 

I'll not change life with any king ; 
I ravish'd am ! can the world bring 
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More joy, than still to laugh and smile, 
In pleasant toys time to beguile ? 
Do not, O do not trouble me. 
So sweet content I feel and see. 
All my joys to this are folly. 
None so divine as melancholy. 

I'll change my state with any wretch 

Thou canst from jail or dunghill fetch. 

My pain past cure ; another hell ; 

I may not in this torment dwell ; 

Now, desperate, I hate my life : 

Lend me a halter or a knife. 
All my griefs to this are jolly, 
Nought so damn'd as melancholy. 
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FRANCIS DAVISON, i 

Sow of the secretaiy of sUte who sufiered so nmcfa from 
the alEur <^ Mary Queen of Scots, pahlished a poetical 
miacellanj, in 1602, onder the title of ** A Poetical Rap- 
sodj," containing small pieces by the compiler himself by 
his brother Walter, by a friend whom he caUs Amomtu, by 
Sir John DaTis, the Coontessof Pembroke, Sir P. Sidney, 
Dr. Campion, &c. A second edition appeared in 1608, a 
third in 1611, and a foorth in 1621. 



When I to you of all my woes complain. 
Which you make me endure without release, 

With scoTDful smiles you answer me again, 

That lovers true must bear, and hold their peace. 

Dear, I will bear, and hold my peace, if you 

Will hold your peace, and bear what I shall do. 



Desires Government. 

Where Wit is over-rul'd by Will, 
And Will is led by fond desire. 

There Reason were as good be still. 
As speaking, kindle greater fire. 

For where Desire doth bear the sway. 

The heart must rule, the head obey. 
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F&AMCI8 SAYnON. 11 

What boots the cunning pilot's skiU, 
To tell which way to shape their course, 

When he that steers will have his will, 
And drive them where he list perforce ? 

So Reason shows the truth in vain 

Where fond Desire as king doth reign. 



An Altar and Sacrifice to Disdain^ for freeing him 
from Lope, 

My Muse, by thee restored to life, 
To thee, Disdain, this altar rears ; 
Whereon she offers causeless strife, 
Self-spending sighs, and bootless tears. 

Long suits in vain, 

Hate for good will, 

Still-dying pain. 

Yet living still : 

Self-loving pride. 

Looks coyly strange. 

Will, reason's guide, 

Desire of change, 

And last of all 

Blind Fancy's fire. 

False Beauty's thrall, 

That binds Desire : 
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All these I offer to Disdain, 
By whom I live from Fancy free ; 
With vow that if I love again 
My life the sacrifice shall be. 



Strephon^s Palinode, 

Sweet, I do not pardon crave 

Till I have 
By deserts this fault amended : 
This, I only this desire. 

That your ire 
May with penance be suspended. 

Not my will, but fate did fetch 
Me, poor wretch. 

Into this unhappy error ; 

Which to plague, no tyrant's mind 
Pain can find 

Like my heart's self-guilty terror. 

Then, O then ! let that suffice. 

Your dear eyes 
Need not, need not more afflict me ; 
Nor your sweet tongue dipt in gall 

Need at all 
From your presence interdict me. 
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By my love, long, firm, and true, 

Borne to you, 
By these tears, my grief expressing, 
By this pipe, which nights and days 

Sounds your praise. 
Pity me my fault confessing. 

Or, if I may not desire 

That your ire 
May with penance be suspended ; 
Yet, let me full pardon crave. 

When I have 
With soon death my fault amended. 



A Fiction how Cupid made a Nymph wound herself 
with his arrows '. 

It chanced of late a shepherd's swain. 
That went to seek a strayed sheep. 

Within a thicket, on the plain. 
Espied a dainty nymph asleep. 

Her golden hair overspread her face, 
Her careless arms abroad were cast, 

Hex quiver had her pillow's place, 
Her breast lay bare to every blast. 

* Erroneously ascribed in Dryden^s Misc. (vol. iv. p. 274) to 
Sidney Godolphin) under the title of" Cupid's Pastime.'* 
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The shepherd stood and gaz'd his fill, 
Nought durst he do, nought durst he say ; 

When chance, or else perhaps his will. 
Did guide the god of love that way. 

The crafty boy, that sees her sleep, 
Whom, if she wak'd, he durst not see, 

Behind her closely seeks to creep. 
Before her nap should ended be. 

There come, he steals her shafls away, 
And puts his own into their place ; 

Ne dares he any longer stay, 

But, ere she wakes, hies thence apace. 

Scarce was he gone when she awakes, 
And spies the shepherd standing by ; 

Her bended bow in haste she takes. 
And at the simple swain let fly. 

Forth flew the shafl:, and pierc'd his heart, 
That to the ground he fell with pain ; 

Yet up again forthwith he start, 
And to the nymph he ran amain. 

Amaz'd to see so strange a sight, 
She shot, and shot, but all in vain : 

The more his wounds, the more his might, 
Love yieldeth strength in midst of pain. 
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Her angry eyes are great with tears, 

She blames her hands, she blames her ski]] ; 

The blmitness of her shafts she fears, 
And try them on herself she will. 

Take heed, sweet nymph, try not thy shaft I 
Each little touch will prick the heart ; 

Alas ! thou know'st not Cupid's craft, 
Revenge is joy, the end is smart. 

Yet try she will, and prick some bare ; 

Her hands were glov*d, and next to hand 
Was that fair breast, that breast so rare. 

That made the shepherd senseless stand. 

That breast she pricked, and through that breast 

Love finds an entry to her heart : 
At feeling of this new-come guest. 

Lord ! bow the gentle nymph doth start. 

She runs not now, she shoots no more ; 

Away she throws both shafts and bow : 
She seeks for that she shunn'd before. 

She thinks the shepherd's haste too slow. 

Though mountains meet not, lovers may, 

So others do, and so do they ; 
The god of love sits on a tree, 
And laughs that pleasant sight to see. 



dbyGoogk 



16 



THOMAS CAMPION 

Was a physician in the reign of James I. and author of 
two Masques t one presented at Whitehall, on the mar* 
riage of Lord Hayes, printed 1607, 4to, and the other 
represented at Lord Enowles's, at Cawsome-housei &c., 
printed 1613, 4to. The following pieces are taken from 
Davison's miscellany. 



Of Corinna*8 Singing. 

When to her lute Corinna sings, 
Her voice revives the leaden stringS) 
And doth in highest notes appear, 
As any challenged echo clear : 
But when she doth of mourning speak, 
E'en with her sighs the strings do break. 

And as her lute doth live or die, 

Led by her passions, so must I : 

For when of pleasure she doth sing. 

My thoughts enjoy a sudden spring ; 

But if she do of sorrow speak, 

E*en from my heart the strings do break. 
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Of his Mistresses Face. 

And would you see my mistress' face ? 
It is a flowery garden-place, 
Where knots of beauty have such grace, 
That all is work, and no where space. 

It is a sweet delicious mom, 
Where day is breeding, never bom : 
It is a meadow yet unshorn, 
Which thousand flowers do adom. 

It is the heaven's bright reflex. 
Weak eyes to dazzle and to vex : 
It is th' idea of her sex, 
Envy of whom doth world perplex. 

It is a face of death that smiles, 
Pleasing, though it kill the whiles. 
Where death and love, in pretty wiles, 
Each other mutually beguiles. 

It is fair beauty's freshest youth : 

It is the feigned Elysium's truth. 

The spring that winter'd hearts renew 'th ; — 

And this is that my soul pursu'th. 



VOL. III. 
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GEORGE SANDYS, 

One of the most harmonious versifiers of his age, was the 
youngest son of Edwin Sandys, Archbishop of York, and 
born at Bishop's- Thorp, 1677. He was entered at St. 
Mary Hall, Oxford, in 1589, but received his tuition, ac- 
cording to Wood, in Corpus Christi College ; and in 1610 
began his travels into the East, of which he published an 
account on his return: a work much esteemed, having 
passed through many editions since the first in 1615. 
Wood says he was " an accomplished gentleman," — " mas- 
ter of several languages, of a fluent and ready discourse, 
and excellent comportment. He had also naturally a 
poetical fancy, and a zealous inclination to all human 
learning.** He was gentleman of the privy chamber to 
Charles I., and intimately acquainted with the celebrated 
Lucius Lord Falkland, who contributed two copies of 
verses in honour of his Tragedy and his Psalms. He died 
in 1643. 

His poetical version of Ovid's Metamorphoses, once 
much admired, was originally published in 1627, with the 
first book of Virgil's iEneid, and twice afterwards. His 
Tragedy, called " Christ's Passion," translated from Hugo 
Grotius, and first printed in 1640, 12mo, is much praised 
by Langbaine. His '* Paraphrase upon the Psalmes of 
David, and upon the hymnes dispersed throughout the 
Old and New Testaments," appeared in 1636, 12mo, a 
book which Wood tells us King Charles ** delighted to 
read in, while prisoner in Carisbroke Castle." This, toge- 
ther with a Paraphrase upon Job, Ecclesiastes, Lamenta- 
tions, &c., was reprinted in 1638, folio, and in 1676, 8vo. 
The last contains, besides, a paraphrase on Solomon's 
Song, first published at Oxford in 1641, 4to. 
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For further particulars the reader may consult Lang- 
baine's and Gibber's [ShieH's] Lives of the Poets. 

The two last of the following specimens, besides the 
harmony of their numbers, have the additional recommen- 
dation of exhibiting the order of their Author's publican 
tions, and the course of his trayels. 



PSALM CXLVIII. 



You who dwell above the skies, 
Free from human miseries ; 
You whom highest heaven embowers, 
Praise the Lord with all your powers ! 
Angels, your clear voices raise ! 
Him you heavenly armies praise ! 
Sun, and moon with borrowed light, 
All you sparkling eyes of night, 
Waters hanging in the air. 
Heaven of heavens, bis praise declare ! 
His deserved praise record. 
His, who made you by his word — 
Made you evermore to last. 
Set you bounds not to be past. 
Let the earth his praise resound ; 
Monstrous whales, and seas profound. 
Vapours, lightning, hail, and snow. 
Storms, which, when he bids them, blow ! 
Flowery hiUs, and mountains high, 
Cedars, neighbours to the sky, 
c 2 
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Trees, that fruit in season yield. 
All the cattle of the field, 
Savage beasts, all creeping things. 
All that cut the air with wings ! 
You who awful sceptres sway, 
You, inured to obey. 
Princes, judges of the earth, 
All, of high and humble birth ! 
Youths, and viigins, flourishing 
In the beauty of your spring ; 
You who bow with age*s weight. 
You who were but bom of late ; 
Praise his name with one consent : 
O how great I how excellent ! 



Urania to the Queen. 
[Prefixed to his " Translation of Ovid's Metamori)ho8e8.''J 

The Muses by your favour blest. 
Fair queen, invite you to their feast. 
The Graces will rejoice and sue. 
Since so exceird, to wait on you. 
Ambrosia taste, which frees from death, 
And nectar, fragrant as your breath. 
By Hebe fill'd, who states the prime 
Of youth, and brails the wings of Time. 
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Here in Adonis' gatdena grow 
What neither age or winter know. 
The boy with whom Love seem*d to die 
Bleeds in this pale anemony. 
Self-lov'd Narcissus in the mirror 
Of your fair eyes now sees his error, 
And from the flattering fountain turns ; 
The hyacinth no longer mourns. 
This Heliotrope, which did pursue 
Th' adored sun, converts to you. 
« • • • • 

Chaste Daphne bends her virgin-boughs, 
And twines t* embrace your sacred brows. 
Their tops the Paphian myrtles move, 
Saluting you their queen of love. 
Myrrha, who weeps for her offence, 
Presents her tears, — ^her frankincense 
Leucothoe ; th' Heliades 
Their amber ; — yet you need not these. 
« ♦ • • 

These azure-plumed Halcyones, 
Whose birth controls the raging seas, 
To your sweet union yield the praise 
Of nuptial loves, of peaceful days. 
Nymph, take this quiver and this bow — 
Diana such, in shape and show ; 
When with her star-like train she crowns 
Eurotas' banks, or Cynthus' downs. 
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There chace tiie Calydonian boar ; 
Here see Actaeon fly before 
His eager hounds ; wild herds will stand 
At gaze, nor fear so fkir a hand. 
There be, who our delights despise 
As shadows, and vain fantasies. 
Those sons of earth, enthralPd to sense, 
Condemn what is our excellence. 
The air, immortal souls, the skies, 
The angels in their hierarchies, 
Unseen, to all things seen dispense 
Breath, life, protection, influence. 
Our high conceptions crave a mind 
From earth and ignorance refin*d ; 
Crown Virtue ; Fortune's pride control ; 
Raise objects equal to the soul ; 
At will create ; eternity 
Bestow on mortals bom to die. 
Yet we, who life to others give. 
Fair Queen, would by your favour live ! 



Dedication of His ** Paraphrase" to King Charles L 

The Muse who from your influence took her birth, 
First wandered through the many-peopled earth ; 
Next sung the change of things : disclosed th' un- 
known. 
Then to a nobler shape transformed her own ; 
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Fetch'd from Engaddi spioe, from Jewry balm, 
And bomid her brows with Idumaeaa pahn ; 
Now, old, hath her last voyage made, and brought 
To royal harbour this her sacred fraught : 
Who to her king bequeathes the wealth of kings ; 
And dying, her own epicedium sings. 



Extract from an Address "Deo Opt. MaxJ** at the 
end of the same volume. 

Oh ! who hath tasted of thy clemency 

In greater measure, or more oft than I ? 

My grateful verse thy goodness shall display. 

O thou who went*st along in all my way 

To where the Morning with perfumed wings 

From the high mountains of P^nchsea springs ; 

To that new-found-out world, where sober Night 

Takes from th* Antipodes her silent flight ; 

To those dark seas, where horrid winter reigns. 

And binds the stubborn floods in icy chains ; 

To Libyan wastes, whose thirst no showers assuage, 

And where swoln Nilus cools the lion's rage. 

Thy wonders in the deep have I beheld ; 

Yet all by those on Junah*s hills excell'd : 

There where the Virgin Son his doctrine taught, 

His miracles and our redemption wrought : 

Where I, by thee inspired, his praises sung, 

And on his sepulchre my ofiering hung : 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 
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Which way soe'er I turn my £ice or feet, 
I see thy glory and thy mercy meet. 
Met on the Thracian shores ; when in the strife 
Of frantic Simoans thou preserv'd'st my life. 

• • • • • 
Thou sav'd'st me from the bloody massacres 

Of faithless Indians, fi-om their treacherous wars, 
From raging fevers, from the sultry breath 
Of tainted air, which cloy'd the jaws of death, 
Preserved from swallowing seas, when towering waves 
Mix*d with the clouds and open'd their deep graves. 

• ••••* 
Then brought'st me home in safety, that this earth 
Might bury me, which fed me from my birth : 
Blest with a healthful age, a quiet mind. 
Content with little, to this work designed : 
Which I at length have finished by thy aid. 

And now my vows have at thy altar paid. 
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THOMAS HEYWOOD. 

Of this author little appears to be known, except that he 
was probably a native of Lincolnshire, an actor, and one 
of the most voluminous writers that ever attempted dra- 
matic composition, as he himself reckons one hundred 
and twenty plays, in which, says he, " I have had ^her 
an entire hand, or at least a main finger." Of these, how- 
ever, only twenty-four remain, for a catalogue of which, 
as well as his other works, recourse may be had to the 
Biographia Dramatica and Langbaine. The latter regards 
him as "a general scholar, and an indifferent linguist," 
and informs us " he has borrowed many ornaments from 
the ancients." The following extracts are taken from his 
'* Pleasant Dialogues and Drammas," &c., 1687, 12mo. 



SONO. 



Pack clouds away, and welcome day, 
With night we banish sorrow ; 

Sweet air blow sof^, mount larks aloft, 
To give my love good-morrow ! 

Wings from the wind to please her mind, 
Notes from the lark 111 borrow ; 

Bird prune thy wing, nightingale sing, 
To give my love good-morrow ! 
To give my love good-morrow, 
Notes from them both I'll borrow. 
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Wake from thy nest, robin-red-breast. 
Sing birds in every furrow ; 

And from each hill let music shrill 
Give my fair love good-morrow ! 

Blackbird, and thrush, in every bush. 
Stare, linnet, and cock-sparrow ! 

You pretty elves, amongst yourselves, 
Sing my fair love good-morrow ! 
To give my love good-morrow. 
Sing birds in every furrow ! 



Shepherd's Song, 

We that have known no greater state 
Than this we live in, praise our fate : 
For, courtly silks in cares are spent, 
When country's russet breeds content. 
The power of sceptres we admire, 
But sheep-hook for our use desire. 
Simple and low is our condition, 
For here with us is no ambition ; 
We with the sun our flocks unfold. 
Whose rising makes their fleeces gold. 
Our music from the birds we borrow. 
They bidding us, we them, good-morrow. 

Our habits are but coarse and plain. 
Yet they defend from wind and rain ; 
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As warm too, in an equal eye, 
As those be stained in scarlet dye. 
Those that have plenty wear, we see, 
But one at once, and so do we. 
The shepherd with his home-spun lass 
As many merry hours doth pass 
As courtiers with their costly girls. 
Though richly deck'd in gold and pearls ; 
And, though but plain, to purpose woo, 
Nay, oft-times, with less danger too. 
Those that delight in dainties store 
One stomach feed at once, no more : 
And, when with homely fare we feast, 
With us it doth as well digest ; 
And many times we better speed. 
For our wild fruits no surfeits breed. 
If we sometimes the willow wear, 
By subtle swains that dare forswear, 
"We wonder whence it comes, and fear 
They've been at court, and learnt it there. 
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WILLIAM ALEXANDER, 

OF MEKSTRIE, EAKL OF STEKLINE, 

Was born in 1580. Having been early distingubhed for 
his proficiency in classical learning, he was recommended 
to the Earl of Argyle as a companion in his travels. After 
some time spent abroad he returned to a rural retirement 
in Scotland, where he finished his " Aurora,'* a collec- 
tion of sonnets, &c. in honour of his first mistress, to 
whom he had become attached at the early age of fifteen, 
before leaving his own country. This lady, however, 
proving cruel, and bestowing her hand upon another and 
more aged admirer, he consoled himself by marrying 
Janet, the daughter and heir of Sir William Erskine. He 
was now warmly patronised by James I., who made him 
in 1613 gentleman-usher to Prince Charles, and in 1614 
knighted him. By Charles I. he was in 1630 appointed 
secretary of state for Scotland (a post which he retained 
with credit till his death) ; and in 1633 created Earl of 
Sterline. He died in 1640. 

His works consist of " Darius," 1603, Edinburgh, 4to, 
reprinted in London the following year ; to which in 1607 
were added three others : viz. ** Croesus," " The Alexan- 
drian Tragedy," and " Julius Csesar," making together a 
small quarto, with the general title of ** The Monarchicke 
Tragedies newly enlarged." These were again printed, 
with alterations, in a minute 12mo, in 1616, London, pro- 
fessing to be the third edition. «• Aurora," 1604, 4to. 
" A ParsBnesis to the Prince," 1604, 4to. " Doomsday," 
a sacred poem in twelve parts, Edinburgh, 1614, 4to, and 
London, 1641, 4to, and ** Jonathan, an Heroicke Poem 
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intended. The first booke." All these various works, 
excepting " Aurora," were, in 1637, with many changes 
and amendments, collected into one volume folio, under 
the title of *' Recreations with the Muses." 

For further particulars of our author, who deserves 
considerable praise as a masculine and vigorous writer, 
abounding with moral and political instruction, see Lang* 
baine. Gibber (i. e. Shiell), the Biographia Britannica, 
and Pinkerton's Ibt prefixed to hb Ancient Scotish 
Poems, 1786. 



Extract from a Speech of Ccelia^ in the Tragedy of 
Croesus. 

[The text is printed from ed. 1637, which agrees almost exactly 
-with ed. I6ll6.^The yarious readings at the foot of the page are 
from ed. 1607.] 



Fierce tyrant, Death, who ' in thy wrath didst take 
One half of me, and left one' half behind, 

Take this to thee, or give the other ' back, 
Be wholly * cruel, or be no way * kind ! 

But • whilst I live, believe, thou canst not ^ die — 

! e'en in spite of death, yet still my choice ! 
Of^ with the inward all-beholding ' eye 

1 think I see thee, and I hear thy voice. 

1 "that." > "an.'' 

» So ed. 1616.— Ed. 1607 and 1687, ** me th' other." 

4 "altogether." » "all." • " For." 

7 ** thou canst not wholly." 

8 ** Th* imagination's loye-quick." 
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And, to content my languishing desire, 

To ease my mind each thing ^ some help affords : 
Thy fancied form doth oft' such faith acquire ', 

That in all sounds * I apprehend thy words. 

Then, with such thoughts my memory to wound, 
I call to mind thy looks, thy words, thy grace — 

Where thou didst haunt, yet I adore the ground ! 
And where thou stept — O sacred seems that place ! 

My solitary walks, my widow'd bed. 

My dreary sighs, my sheets oft bath'd with tears. 
These shall record what life by me is led ^ 

Since first sad news breathed death into mine ears. 

Though for more pain yet spar'd a space by Death ®, 
Thee first I lov'd, with thee all love I leave ; 

For my chaste flames, which quench'd were with 
thy breath ', 
Can kindle now no more but in thy grave ! 



1 " Each thing to ease my mind." « " Ed. 1616, " whiles." 

• " I fancy whiles thy form-~and then a-fire." 

* " In every sound." 

« Ed. 1607 and 1616, " can record the life that I haye led." 
i ^^1 live hut with despair my sprite to dash." 
^ " extinguished in thy ash." 
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SOKO. 

[Prom " Aurora.") 

Oh would to God a way were found 

That by some secret sympathy unknown 
My fair my fancy's depth might sound, 
And know my state as clearly as her own ! 
Then blest, most blest were I : 
No doubt beneath the sky, 

I were the happiest wig^t ; 
For if my state they knew, 
It ruthless rocks would rue, 
And mend me if they might. 



The deepest rivers make least din, 

The silent soul doth most abound in care : 
Then, might my breast be read within, 

A thousand volumes would be written there. 
Might silence show my mind, 
Sighs tell how I were pin'd, 
Or looks my woes relate ; 
Then any pregnant wit. 
That well remarked it. 

Would soon discern my stat#. 
• « • • 
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Oft, those that do deserve disdain 

For forging fancies get the best reward ; 
Where I, who feel what they do feign, 
For too much love am had in no regard. 
Behold, by proof we see, 
The gallant living free 

His fancies doth extend : 
Where he that is o'ercome, 
Rein*d with respects, stands dumb. 
Still fearing to offend. 



Then, since in vain I plaints impart 

To scornful years, in a contemned scroll. 
And since my tongue betrays my heart, 
And cannot tell the anguish of my soul ; 
Henceforth Fll hide my losses. 
And not recount the crosses 

That do my joys overthrow ; 
At least, to senseless things, 
Mounts, vales, woods, floods, and springs, 
I shall them only show. 

Ah ! unaffected lines. 

True models of my heart ! 
The world may see that in you shines 

The power 8f passion, more than art. 
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WILLIAM HERBERT, 

EARL OF PEMBROKE. 

The character of this nobleman is (as Lord Orford has 
already observed) most admirably drawn by Lord Cla- 
rendon. (Hist. Rebellion, vol. i. p. 57.) A collection of 
poems, partly written by him, partly by Sir Benjamin 
Rnddier, and partly (as it should seem) transcribed from 
other writers, was published in 1660, in one volume 8vo. 
If the following poem be really his, as the prefix denotes, 
it is highly creditable to his taste. 



A SONNET. 



So glides along the wanton brook 
With gentle pace into the main, 

Courting the banks with amorous look 
He never means to see again. 

And so does Fortune use to smile 
Upon the short-liv'd favourite's fiice, 

Whose swelling hopes she doth beguile, 
And always casts him in die race, 

VOL. III. D 
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And so doth the fantastic boy, 

The god of the ill-manag'd flames, 

Who ne*er kept word in promised joy 
To lover, nor to loving dames. 

So all alike will constant prove, 

Both Fortune, running streams, and Love. 
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EDWARD LORD HERBERT 

OF CHERBURT. 

This noble author is little known as an English poet, and 
it must be confessed that his younger son, Henry Her- 
bert, who collected and published his poetry, showed more 
piety than taste by that publication. Its title is " Occa- 
sional Verses of Edward Lord Herbert, Baron of Cher- 
bury and Castle-island, deceased in August, 1648," 1655, 
12mo. 

The following, selected from an Ode of thirtyt-fiye 
stanzas, are the most tolerable verses in thb little volume. 



An Ode upon a Question moved, whether Love 
should continue for ever ? 

Having interred her infant birth, 

The watery ground that late did mourn 
Was strew'd with flowers, for the return 

Of the wish'd brid^oom of the earth. 

The well-accorded birds did sii^ 
Their hymns unto the pleasant time, 
And in a sweet c(Nisorted chime 

Did welcome in the cheerful spring. 
d2 
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To which, soft whistles of the wind, 
And warbling murmurs of a brook, 
And varied notes of leaves that shook, 

And harmony of parts did bind. 



When, with a love none can express, 
That mutually happy pair, 
Melander and Celinda fair, 

The season with their loves did bless. 

Walking thus tow'rds a pleasant grove, 
Which did, it seem*d, in new delight 
The pleasures of the time unite. 

To give a triumph to their love, 

They staid at last, and on the grass 
Reposed so, as o'er his breast 
She bow'd her gracious head to rest, 

Such a weight as no burthen was. 



Long their fix'd eyes to heaven bent 
Unchanged, they did never move. 
As if so great and pure a love 

No glass but it could represent 
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When with a sweet though troubled look 
She first brake silence, saying, " Dear friend, 
O that our love might take no end, 

Or never had beginning took ! 

" I speak not this with a &lse heart ;" 
Wherewith his hand she gently strain'd ; 
" Or that would change a love maintained 

With so much love on either part. 

" Nay, I protest, though Death with his 
Worst counsel should divide us here, 
His terrors could not make me fear 

To come where your lov'd presence is. 

*'Only, if love's fire with the breath 
Of life be kindled, I doubt, 
With our last air 'twill be breath'd out, 

And quenched with the cold of death." 



Then, with a look, it seem'd denied 
All earthly power but hers, yet so 
As if to her breath he did owe 

This borrowed life, he thus replied : 
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^ And shall our lore, so fiur beyond 
That low and dying appetite, 
And which so chaste desires unite, 

Not hold in an eternal bond ? 



" O no, beloved ! I am most sure 
Those virtuous habits we acquire, 
As being with the soul intire. 

Must with it evermore endure. 

• • ♦ # 

" Else should our souls in vain dect ; 
And vainer yet were heaven's laws, 
When to an everlasting cause 

They gave a perishing effect, 

" Nor here on earth then, nor above. 
Our good affection can impair : 
For, where God doth admit the fair. 

Think you that he excludeth love ? 

" These eyes again thine eyes shall see, 
And hands again these hands infold ; 
And all chaste pleasures can be told 

Shall with us everlasting be. 
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" For if no use of sense remain 

When bodies once this life forsake, 

Or they could no delight partake, 
Why should they ever rise again ? 



" Let then no doubt, Celinda, touch, 
Much less your fairest mind invade : 
Were not our souls immortal made. 

Our equal loves can make them such." 

• • • • • 



The following Epitaph on himself (which is not noticed 
in WaIpole*8 Life of Lord Herbert) is too characteristic 
of the writer not to deserve insertion. 

The monument which thou beholdest here 

Presents Edward Lord Herbert to thy sight ; 
A man who was so free from either hope or fear 

To have or lose this ordinary light, 
That, when to elements his body turned were. 

He knew, that as those elements would fighti 
So his immortal soul should find above. 

With his Creator, peace, joy, truth, and love. 
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DABRIDGCOURT BELCHIER, 

Th£ eldest son of William Belchier, of Gillesborough, in 
Northamptonshire, Esq., bom about 1581, entered at Cor- 
pus Chrbti College, Cambridge, in 1597, and afterwards 
at Christ-Church, Oxford, where he took the degree of 
B.A. in 1600. Some time after this he went to Utrecht, 
where he wrote a comedy called ** Hans Beer Pot his In- 
visible Comedy of See me and See me not, acted in the 
Low Countries by an honest Company of Health Drink- 
ers," 1618, 4to, a work which has little to recommend it 
except its rarity. But the following song, if it be (like 
the rest of the comedy) translated from the Dutch, may 
possibly be thought worth preserving, as a specimen of 
Batavian fancy. 

Belchier died in the Low Countries, 1621, having, ac- 
cording to Wood, " wrote several poems, and made other 
translations." 



Walking in a shadowy grove, 

Near silver streams fair gliding, 
Where trees in ranks did grace those banks^ 

And nymphs had their abiding ; 
Here as I staid, I saw a maid, 

A beauteous lovely creature ; 
With angel face, and goddess' grace. 

Of such exceeding feature : 
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Her looks did so astonish me, 

And set my heart a quaking ; 
Like stag that gaz'd, was I amaz'd, 

And in a stranger taking ; 
Yet rous'd myself to see this elf, 

And, lo, a tree did hide me ; 
Where I, unseen, beheld this queen 

Awhile, ere she espied me. 

Her voice was sweet, melodiously 

She sung in perfect measure. 
And thus she said, with trickling tears : 

" Alas, my joy and treasure, 
I'll be thy wife, or lose my life, 

There's no man else shall have me : 
If God say so, I will say no ; 

Although a thousand crave me. 

" Oh stay not long, but come, my dear. 

And knit our marriage knot ; 
Each hour a day, each month a year, 

Thou know'st I think, God wot. 
Delay not then, like worldly men. 

Good works till withered age : 
'Bove other things the King of Kings 

Bless'd lawful marriage." ' 

» • • • 
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With that she rose, like nimble roe, I 

The tender grass scarce bending, I 

And lefl me there perplexed with fear ' 

At this her sonnet's ending. 
I thought to move this dame of love, 

But she was gone already : 
Wherefore I pray, that those that stay 

May find their loves as steady ! 
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PHINEAS FLETCHER 

Was of a Kentish family, cousin to the celebrated dramap 
tic writer, and son to the learned Dr. Giles Fletcher, 
whom Wood calls an excellent poet (ambassador to 
Russia* and author of the History of that Commonwealth, 
a little Yolume, suppressed on its first publication in 1591, 
but reprinted in 1643). Phineas, like his fiither, was 
educated at Eton, and Ring's College, Cambridge, where 
he entered in 1600, and afterwards took the degrees of 
A.B. and A.M. In 1621 he was presented to the bene- 
fice of Hilgay, in Norfolk, which he seems to have held 
twenty-nine years. He was the author of " Siceledes," a 
piscatory druna or pastoral, 4to, 1631, (originally intend- 
ed to have been performed before James I., in 1614,) and 
*' The Purple Island, or the Isle of Man," in tweWe can- 
tos of seven-lined stanzas, being an allegorical description 
of the human body and mind. This poem, which deserves 
to be better known, was printed at Cambridge, 1633, 4to, 
"together with Piscatorie Eclogs and other Poeticall 
Miscellanies." Mr. Headley, whose remarks on Fletcher 
well merit the reader's attention, observes that " Milton 
read and imitated him, and that he b eminently entitled 
to a very high rank among our old English classics." 

Fletcher's " Purple Island " may be found in Dr. An- 
derson's Poets, with a biographical account prefixed. 



[love.] 
[From the sixth Piacatoiy Eclogue.] 
Love's sooner felt than seen ; his substance thin 
Betwixt those snowy mounts in ambush lies ; 
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Oft in the eyes he spreads his subtle gin ; 

He therefore soonest wins that fastest flies. 
Fly thence, my dear, fly fast, my Thomalin ! 
Who him encounters cmce, for ever dies. 
But if he lurk between the ruddy lips, 
Unhappy soul, that thence his nectar sips, 
While down into his heart the sugar'd poison slips ! 

Oft in a voice he creeps down through the ear ; 
Oft from a blushing cheek he lights his fire ; 
Oft shrouds his golden flame in likest hair ; 

Oft in a soft smooth skin doth close retire ; 
Oft in a smile ; oft in a silent tear : 

And if all fail, yet Virtue's self he'll hire. 

Himseirs a dart, when nothing else can move : 
Who then the captive soul can well reprove. 
When Love and Virtue's self become the darts of 
Love. 



To Mr, Jo. Tomkins, 

Thomalin, my lieft thy music strains to hear 

More wraps my soul, than when the swelling winds 

On craggy rocks their whistling voices tear : 
Or when the sea, if stopt his course he finds. 

With broken murmurs thinks weak shores to fear^ 
Scorning such sandy cords his proud head binds : 
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More than where rivers in the •ummer ray, 
Through covert glades cutting their shady way, 
Run tumbling down the lawns, and with the pebbles 
play. 

Thy strains to hear, old Chamus from his cell 

Comes guarded with an hundred Nymphs around; 
An hundred Nymphs, that in his rivers dwell, 
About him flock with water-lilies crown'd : 
For thee the Muses leave their silver well, 
And marvel where thou all their art hast found. 
There sitting they admire thy dainty strains, 
And, while thy sadder accent sweetly plains, 
F^l thousand sugar'd joys creep in their melting 
veins. 

How oft have I, the Muses' bower frequenting, 

Miss'd them at home, and found them all with thee. 
Whether thou sing'st sad Eupathus lamenting. 

Or tunest notes to sacred harmony. 
The ravished soul with thy sweet songs consenting, 
Scorning the earth, in heavenly ecstacy, 
Transcends the stars, and with the angels' train 
Those courts surveys ; and now, come back again, 
Finds yet another heaven in thy delightful strain. 

Ah ! could'st thou here thy humble mind content 
Lowly with me to live in country cell. 
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And lam wmtpett die caatf^w proud hJandiriimcnt, 

Here miglit we nfe» liece mi^t we sweedy dwell. 
lave Pallas in her towers and marble tent, 

Bnt ah ! die country bowers please me as well. 
There widi my Thomalin I safe would sing. 
And frame sweet ditties to thy sweeter string ; 
There would we laugh at spite and Fortune's thun- 
dering. 

No Flattery, Hate, or Envy lodgeth there ; 

There no Suspicion walFd in proved steel, 
Yet fearful of the arms herself doth wear ; 

Pride is not there ; no tyrant there we feel. 
No clamorous laws shall deaf thy music ear : 

They know no change, nor wanton Fortune's wheel : 
Thousand fresh sports grow in those dainty places, 
Light Fawns and Nymphs dance in the woody spaces, 
And little Love himself plays with the naked Graces. 

But seeing fate my happy wish refuses, 

Let me alone enjoy my low estate. 
Of all the gifls that fair Parnassus uses. 

Only scorn*d poverty and Fortune's hate 
Common I find to me and to the Muses ; 
But with the Muses welcome poorest fate ! 
Safe in my humble cottage will I rest ; 
And lifting up from my untainted breast 
A quiet spirit to heaven, securely live and blest. 
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GILES FLETCHER, 

BROTHER of tbe preceding, was educated at Trinity Col- 
lege, Cambridge, where he took the degree of B.D., and 
died at Alderton in Suffolk, 1628. ** equally beloved," 
says Wood, " of the Muaes and Graces." He published 
** Christ's Yictorie and Triumph in Heaven and Earth 
over and after Death," Cambridge, 1610, 4to, in four 
parts, written in stanzas of eight lines. Mr. Headley calls 
it *' a poem rich and picturesque, and on a happier subject 
than that of his brother." See his '* Select Beauties of 
Ancient English Poetry." Another edition appeared in 
1632, which in 1640 was furnished with a new title, and 
decorated with engravings. This b reprinted in Dr. 
Anderson's Poets with a Life. 

The latter of the two following extracts, taken from 
the conclusion of the poem, is an elegant tribute to the 
talents of his brother, from which it appears that in 1610 
" The Purple Ishind " was already written : indeed Phineas 
himself, in the dedication prefixed to his volume, describes 
its contents as the raw esgay* of hit very unripe years and 
ahtiott childhood. 



\_Panglory*8 Wooiny-song,^ 

Love is the blossom where there blows 
Every thing that lives or grows; 
Love doth make the heavens to move^ 
And the sun doth bum in love : 
Love the strong and weak doth yoke, 
And makes the ivy climb the oak, 
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Under whose shadows lions wild, 

Soften'd by Love, grow tame and mild* 

Love no med'cine can appease ; 

He bums the fishes in the seas: 

Not all the skill his wounds can stanch. 

Not all the sea his fire can quench. 

Love did make the bloody spear 

Once a leavy coat to wear, 

While in his leaves there shrouded lay 

Sweet birds, for love that sing and play ; 

And of all Love's joyfiil flame 

I the bud and blossom am. 

Only bend thy knee to me. 

Thy wooing shall thy winning be \ 

See, see the flowers that below 
Now as fresh as morning blow, 
And of all the virgin rose. 
That as bright Aurora shows. 
How they all unleaved die 
Losing their virginity : 
Like unto a summer shade, 
But now bom and now they iade. 
Every thing doth pass away ; 
There is danger in delay. 
Come, come gather then the rose ; 
Gather it, or it you lose. 
All the sand of Tagus' shore 
In my bosom casts his ore : 
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All the va]le3rs twimmiiig com 

To my house is yearly home : 

Every grape of every vine 

Is gladly bruis'd to make me wine ; 

While ten thousand kings, as proud 

To carry up my train, have bow'd. 

And a world of ladies send me 

In my chambers to attend me : 

All the stars in heaven that shine, 

And ten thousand more, are mine. 
Only bend thy knee to me, 
Thy wooing shall thy winning be. 



PART IV, ST. XLVIII. 

But let the Kentish lad that lately taught 

His oaten reed the trumpet's silver sound. 
Young Thyrsilisf, and for his music brought 
The willing spheres from heaven to lead a round 
Of dancing nymphs, and herds that sung and 
crown'd 
Eclecta's hymen with ten thousand flowers 
Of choicest praise, and hung her heavenly bowers 
With saffron garlands, drest for nuptial paramours, 

I^t his shrill trumpet, with her silver blast, 

Of fair Eclecta and her spousal bed 
Be the sweet pipe, and smooth encomiast ; 

▼01. III. E 
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But my green Muse, hiding her younger head 
Under old Chamus* flaggy banks, that spread 
Their willow locks abroad, and all the day 
With their own watery shadows wanton play, 
Dares not tese high amours and love-sick songs 
assay. 
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SIR JOHN BEAUMONT, 

Descendbd of an ancient Leicestershire family, son of 
Francis Beaumont the judge, and brother of Francis Beau- 
mont the poet, was author of ** Bosworth Field,** with a 
variety of other poems, printed in 1629, 12mo. Accord- 
ing to Wood, he was entered a gentleman-commoner of 
Broadgate's Hall, Oxford, in 1596, at the age of fourteen, 
consequently born in 1582. Having remained here about 
three years, he retired to one of the inns of court, and 
afterwards to his native country, where he married, and 
was in 1626 made a baronet. *' The former part of his 
life," says Wood, " he successfully employed in poetry, 
and the latter he as happily bestowed on more serious 
and beneficial studies." He died in 1628. Dr. Kippis 
commends the harmonious versification of Sir John Beau- 
mont, and says it was much above the general cast of the 
age. See Biog. Brit. vol. ii. 88. 



A Description of Love. 

Love is a region full of fires, 
And burning with extreme desires 
An object seeks, of which possest, 
The wheeLi are fix'd, the motions rest, 
The flames in ashes lie opprest. 
s2 
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This meteor, strivii^ high to rise, 
(The fuel spent) fails down and dies. 



Why then should lorers (most will say) 
Expect so much th' enjoying day ? 
Love is like youth : he thirsts for age, 
He scorns to be his mother's page : 
But when proceeding times assuage 
The former heat he wiU complain, 
And wish those pleasant hours again. 

We know that Hope and Love are twins ; 

Hope gone, fruition now begins : 
But what is this ? unconstant, frail, 
In nothing sure, but sure to fail, 
Which, if we lose it, we bewail ; 

And when we have it, still we bear 

The worst of passions, daily fear ! 

When Love thus in his centre ends. 
Desire and Hope, his inward friends, 
Are shaken off; while Doubt and Grief, 
The weakest givers of relief. 
Stand in his council as the chief. 
And now he, to his period brought. 
From Love becomes some other thought. 
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These lines I write not to remove 

United souls from serious love: 
The best attempts by mortals made 
Reflect on things which quickly fiide ; 
Yet never wiU I men persuade 

To leave affections, where may shine 

ImpressioDS of the love divine. 
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BEAUMONT AND FLETCHER. 

John Fletchea, son of the Bishop of London, was born 
in 1576, and Frands Beaumont in 1585 ; but it is impos- 
sible to separate two names so closely united durmg their 
lives. It is generally supposed that Fletcher was superior 
in wit and imagination, Beaumont (though the younger 
man), in taste and judgment. Their earliest compo»tion 
was " The Woman hater," printed in 1707, 4to. Beau- 
mont died in the twenty-ninth, and Fletcher in the forty- 
ninth year of his age. They were both educated in the 
University of Cambridge. 



SONG. 
[In ''The Knight of the Burning Pestle.*'] 

'Tis mirth that fills the veins with blood, 

More than wine, or sleep, or food. 

Let each man keep his heart at ease : 

No man dies of that disease. 

He that would his body keep 

From diseases must not weep : 

But whoever laughs and sings, 

Never he his body brings 

Into fevers, gouts, or rheums. 

Or lingeringly his lungs consumes ; 

Or meets with aches in the bone, 

Or catarrhs, or griping stone : 
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But contented lives for aye : 

The more he laughs the more he may. 



V SONG. 

[In "Th« Nice Valour."] 

Hence all you vain delights^ 
As short as are the nights 

Wherein you spend your folly ! 
There's nought in this life sweety 
If men were wise to see't, 

But only melancholy, 

Oh sweetest melancholy ! 

Welcome folded arms, and fixed eyes ; 
A sigh that, piercing, mortifies ; 
A look that's ^ten'd to the ground ; 
A tongue dbain'd up without a sound ! 

Fountain-heads and pathless grbvesi, 
Places which pale passion levies ; 
Moonlight walks^ when all the fowls 
Are warmly hoiui'd 8av€ hats and bWls ! 
A midni^t bell, a parting jgroati 
These are the sounds we ited tipon 1 
Then stretch our bones in a still glooniy Valley : 
Nothing's so daiaty sweet as lovely melancholy. 
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SONO. 
[In " The Masque," &c.] 

Ye should stay longer if we durst 

Away. — Alas, that he that first 

Gave Time wild wings, to fly away, 

Has now no power to make him stay ! 

But though these games must needs be play*d, 

I would this pair, when they are laid. 

And not a creature nigh them. 
Could catch his scythe as he doth pass, 
And clip his wings, and break his glass, 

And keep him ever by them. 



A sad Song, 

[In '* The Queen of Corinth."] 

Weep no more, nor sigh, nor groan ! 
Sorrow calls no time that's gone. 
Violets pluck'd the sweetest rain 
Makes not fresh nor grow again. 
Trim thy locks, look cheerftdly ; 
Fate's hidden ends eyes cannot see. 
Joys, as winged dreams, fly fast ; 
Why should sadness longer last ? 
Grief is but a wound to wo ; 
Gentlest &ir ! mourn, mourn no mo. 
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BONO. 
[In " The Captain.''] 

** Tell me, dearest, what is love ? " 
'Tis a lightning from above ; 
'Tis an arrow, 'tis a fire ; 
'Tis a boy they call Desire ; 
'Tis a grave 
Gapes to have 
Those poor fools that long to prove. 

" Tell me more, are women true ? ** 
Yes, some are, and some as you. 
Some are willing, some are strange. 
Since you men first taught to change ; 
And, till troth 
* Be in both, 
All shall love, to love anew. 

" Tell me more yet, can they grieve ? " 
Yes, and sicken sore, but live, 
And be wise, and delay 
When you men are as wise as they : 
" Then I see 
Faith will be 
Never till they both believe." 
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80NO. 

[In "« The Elder Brother/*] 

Beauty clear and fair, 
Where the air 

Rather like a perfume dwells ; 
Where the violet and the rose 
Their blue veins in blush disclose, 

And come to honour nothing else ! 

Where to live near 
And planted there. 

Is to live and still live new ; 
Where to gain a favour is 
More than light, perpetual bliss ; 

Make me live by serving you I 
• • • • 



[In •» A Wife for a Month.") 

Let those complain that feel Love's cruelty^ 
And in sad legends write their woes : 

With roses gently he has corrected me ; 
My war is without rage or blows ! 

My mistress* eyes shine fair on my desires. 

And hope springs up inflam'd with her new fires. 
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No more an exile will I dwell, 

With folded arms and sighs all day, 
Reckoning the torments of my hell, 

And flinging my sweet joys away. 
I am call'd home again to quiet peace ; 
My mistress smiles, and all my sorrows cease. 

Yet what is living in her eye, 

Or being blest with her sweet tongue. 

If these no other joys imply ? — 

A golden gyve, a pleasing wrong, — 

To be your own but one poor month, I'd give 

My youth, my fortune, aiid then leave to live. 
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FRANCIS BEAUMONT. 



A CHARM. 
[From his « Poems," 1640, 4toJ 

Sleep, old man ! let silence charm thee ; 

Dreaming slumbers overtake thee ; 
Quiet thoughts, and darkness arm thee, 

That no creaking do awake thee. 

Phoebe hath put out her light, 

All her shadows closing : 
Phoebe lends her horns to-night 

To thy head's disposing. 

Let no fatal bell nor clock 
Pierce the hollow of thy ear : 

Tongueless be the early cock. 
Or what else may add a fear. 

Let no rat, nor silly mouse 

Move the senseless rushes ; 
Nor a cough disturb this house 

Till Aurora blushes. 
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Come, my sweet Corinnay coniey 

Laugfa, and leave thy late deploring I 

Sable midnight makes all dumb 
But thy jealous husband's snoring ; 

And with thy sweet perfumed kisses 

Entertain a stranger ; 
Love's delight and sweetest bliss is 

Got with greatest danger. 



On the Life of Man *. 

Like to the falling of a star, 
Or as the flights of eagles are, 
Or like the fresh spring's gaudy hue, 
Or silver drops of morning dew, 
Or like a wind that chafes the flood, 
Or bubbles which on water stood, — 
E'en such is man — ^whose borrow'd light 
Is straight call'd in and paid to-night. 
The wind blows out, the bubble dies, 
The spring intomb'd in autumn lies. 
The dew's dried up, the star is shot. 
The flight is past — and man forgot. 

^ This 18 also contained in Bishop King*8 Poems, 1657. 
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WILLIAM DRUMMOND, 

Of Hawthornden, son to Sir John Drummond, was born 
in 1585 ; educated at the High School and University, 
Edinburgh ; studied the civil law in France from 1606 to 
1610, after which he retired to his romantic and beautiful 
residence on the banlss of the Eske, where he employed 
himself in reading the Greek and Roman authors, and 
composing his " Cypress Grove," (an eloquent rhapsody, 
written after a severe fit of sickness,) and his " Flowres 
of Sion." Having formed an .attachment to a lady of the 
name of Cunningham, of an ancient family and extremely 
beautiful, he had the mortification of losing her by a 
fever, after the day of marriage had been appointed. To 
this he alludes in most of his subsequent poems, and to 
divert his grief he forsook his retirement and studies, and 
travelled for eight years through Germany, France, and 
Italy, visiting the Universities, conversing with learned 
men, and forming a valuable collection of books, ancient 
and modem, many of which he presented on his return to 
the College of Edinburgh, as may be seen by the curious 
catalogue printed in 1627, 4to. Finding Scotland on the 
eve of a civil war, he again withdrew into retirement, and 
composed his prose history of the five James's. When he 
was forty-five years of age, he fell in love with the daugh- 
ter of Sir Robert Logan, of Restalrig, from her supposed 
resemblance to bb former mistress, and married her, by 
whom he had several children. For the remainder of his 
life he continued to reside at Hawthornden, much esteem- 
ed by the learned, and in habits of correspondence with 
Drayton and B. Jonson ; the latter of whom walked into 
Scotland in 1619 for the purpose of seeing him, and passed 
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some time at his house. The heads of their conyenation 
are recorded by our poet. Being warmly attached to the 
cause of Charles I. he was much harassed by the preyail* 
ing party, and employed a part of his Insure in composing 
political reflections on the distracted state of his country, 
the true interests of which, as a real patriot, he had always 
earnestly, at heart. He died in 3649. 

Drummond was a man of many and various aceompliah* 
ments ; he is said to have spoken Italian, French, and 
Spanish, as well as his mother^tongue ; and to have been 
not unskilled in the amusements of dancing, singing, and 
playing on the lute : besides which he excelled in the 
mathematics, mechanics especially, restoring ancient, and 
discovering original contrivances, of naval^ military, and 
civil utility. For his poetical character, the reader is 
referred to Mr. Headley and Mr. Pinkerton, the latter 
of whom considers him, and justly, as the next of all the 
Scotish poets after Dunbar. His ** Poems " appeared in 
4to, Edin. 1616 ; hb ** Flowres of Sion," 4to, Edin. 1630 : 
and both are contained, though with considerable varia- 
tions in the text, in the 8vo edition, London, 1656, which 
was published by Edward Phillips, the nephew of Milton, 
under the direction of Drummond's brother-in-law. Sir 
John Scot of Scotstarvat. The collection of all his works, 
printed by Watson, with a good life by Bbhop Sage, 
Edinburgh, 1711, folio, is also esteemed; but a correct 
and classical edition of this chamung poet is much want, 
ed, and, as it is said, may be expected from Dr. Robert 
Anderson. 

In the following extracts the text of ed. 1657 has 
been followed, as giving, in all probability, the last cor- 
rections of the author ; but for the satisfaction of the 
curious reader the variations of the original edition are 
subjoined. 
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BONO. 

Phcebus arise, 

And paint the sable skies 

With azure, white, and red ! 

Rouse Memnon's mother from her Tithon's bed. 

That she thy career may with roses spread ! 

The nightingales thy coming each-where sing : 

Make an eternal spring : 

Give life to this dark world which lieth dead ! 

Spread forth thy golden hair 

In larger locks than thou wast wont before, 

And, emperor-like, decore 

With diadem of pearl thy temples fair ! 

Chase hence the ugly night. 

Which serves but to make dear thy glorious light. 

• * • • . • 

This is the mom should bring unto this grove 

My Love, to hear, and recompense my love ! 

Fair king, who all preserves. 

But show thy blushing beams. 

And thou two sweeter eyes 

Shall see, than those which by Peneus' streams 

Did once thy heart surprise. 

• • • • « ^ 

Now Flora deck thyself in fairest guise ! 

If that ye. Winds, would hear 

A voice surpassing far Amphion's lyre. 
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Your furious ' chiding stay ! 
Let Zephyr only breathe, 
And with her tresses play. 

• • • « 

The winds all silent are, 

And Phoebus in his chair, 

Ensaffroning sea and air, 

Makes vanish every star. 

Night like a drunkard, reels 

Beyond the hills, to shun his flaming wheels. 

The fields with flowers are decked in every hue, 

The clouds with orient gold spangle * their blue ; 

Here is the pleasant place. 

And nothing wanting is, save she, alas ' ! 



SONNET. 



Sleep, Silence' child, sweet father of soft Rest, 
Prince, whose approach peace to all mortal brings, 
Indiflerent host to shepherds and to kings ; 

Sole comforter of minds which are * opprest ! 

Lo ! by thy charming rod all breathing things 
Lie slumbering, with forgetfulness possest ; 

And yet o*er me to spread thy drowsy wings 
Thou sparest *, alas ! who cannot be thy guest. 



* " stormy." ' " bespangle with bright gold.' 
' " every thing save her who all should gi-ace." 

* " with grief.*' « " spares." 

VOL. III. F 
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Since I am thine, oh, come ; but with that face 
To inward light which thou art wont to show, 
With feigned solace ease a true-felt wo ! 

Or if, deaf god, thou do deny that grace. 

Come as thou wilt, and what thou wilt bequeath ! 
I long to kiss the image of my death. 



[To his Lute.'] 

My lute, be as thou wert ', when thou did* grow 
With thy green mother in some shady grove, 
When immelodious winds but made thee move, 

And birds their ramage did on thee ' bestow. 

Since ^ that dear voice which did thy sounds approve. 
Which wont ' in such harmonious strains to flow, 

Is reft from earth to tune those spheres above, 
What art thou but a harbinger of wo ? 

Thy pleasing notes be pleasing notes no more. 
But orphan's ' wailings to the fainting ear. 
Each stroke' a sigh, each sound draws forth a 
tear. 

For which be * silent as in woods before ; 
Or if that any hand to touch thee deign, 
Like widow'd turtle still her loss complain. 

1 " wmC* « " didst." » " on thee their nniftge did/» 

* " Sith/' 6 " us'd/' « « orphan/' 7 « stop." 

8 " Be therefore.*' 
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SONNET. 

\_To the Nightingale.'] 

Dear quirister, who from those shadows sends 

(Ere that the blushing Mom * dare show her h'ght) 
Such sad lamenting strains,, that Night attends, 

Become all ear ; Stars stay to hear thy plight ! 
If one, whose grief e'en reach of thought transcends, 

Who ne'er, (not in a dream,) did taste delight, 
May thee importune, who like case pretends. 
And seems to joy in wo, in wo's despight ; 
Tell me, (so may thou fortune milder try, 

And long, long sing !) for what thou thus com- 
plains. 
Since Winter's gone, and' Sun in dappled sky 
Enamour'd smiles on woods and flowery ' plains ? 
The bird, as if ray questions did her move. 
With trembling wings sigh'd * forth, " I love, I 
love!" 



SONNET. 



Thrice happy he, who by some shady grove, 

Far from the clamorous world, doth live his own ; 
Though solitary ', who is not alone. 

But doth converse with that Eternal Love. 

1 " dawn." > " Sith (winter gone) the." 

' *^ Now smileB on meadows, mountains, woods, and." 
* " BobVd." « " Bolitare, yet." 

F 2 
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O how more sweet is birds' harmonious moan, 

Or the hoarse * sobbings of the widow*d dove, 
Than those smooth whisperings near a prince's 
throne, 
Which good make doubtful, do the ill approve ! 
O how more sweet is Zephyr's wholesome breath, 
And sighs embalm'd*, which new-bom* flowers 
unfold. 
Than that applause vain honour doth bequeath ! 
How sweet are streams to poison drank in gold ! 
The world is full of horrors, troubles *, slights ; 
Woods* harmless' shades have only true de- 
lights. 



Sweet Spring, thou tum'st, with all thy goodly 
train. 
Thy head with flames, thy mantle bright with 
flowers ! 
The Zephyrs curl the green locks of the plain, 
The Clouds for joy in pearls weep down their 

showers. 
Thou turn'st *, sweet youth ! but ah ! my pleasant 
hours 



1 " soft." > " perfum'd." » " do the." 

4 "falshoods." « "silent." 

« So ed. 1616.— Ed. 1657, " Dost retiirn ?" 
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And happy days with thee come not again ! 

The sad memorials only of my pain 
Do with thee turn, which turn my sweets to ^ sours ! 
Thou art the same which still thou wert * before ; 

Delicious, lusty ', amiable, fair : 

But she whose breath embalm'd thy wholesome air 
Is gone ! nor gold nor gems can her ^ restore. 

Neglected Virtue ! seasons go and come, 

When * thine, forgot, lie closed in a tomb. 



[TV) the Nightingale.'] 

Sweet bird, that sing*st away the early hours, 
Of winters past or coming void of care. 
Well pleased with delights which present are ; 

Fair seasons, budding sprays, sweet-smelling flowers i 

To rocks, to springs, to rills, from leavy bowers, 
Thou thy Creator's goodness dost declare, 
And what dear gifts on thee he did not spare ; 

A stain to human sense in sin that lowers. 

What soul can be so sick, which by thy songs 
Attir'd in sweetness sweetly is not driven 

Quite to forget earth's turmoils, spites, and wrongs, 
And lift a reverend eye and thought to heaven ? 

1 " in." ^ " wast." ^ " wanton.*' 

4 " her can." » " While." 
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Sweet artless songster, thou my mind dost raise 
To airs of spheres, yes, and to angel's lays ! 



This world a hunting is ; 

The prey poor man ; the Nimrod fierce is Death ; 

His speedy greyhounds are 

Lust, sickness, envy, care, 

Strife, that ne'er falls amiss. 

With all those ills which haunt us while we breathe. 

Now, if by chance we fly 

Of these the eager chase. 

Old age, with stealing pace, 

Casts on his nets, and there we panting die. 



[The following Sonnet is taken from " The Flowres of Sion," ed. 
1656. The variations noted at the foot of the page are from ed. 
1630.] 

The weary mariner so far ^ not flies 
An howling tempest, harbour to obtain, 

Nor shepherd hastes, when frays of wolves arise, 
So &st to fold, to save his bleating train, 

As I, wing'd with contempt and just disdain, 
Now fly the world, and what it most doth prize. 

And sanctuary seek, free to remain 

1 "fast." 
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From wounds of abject times, and Envy's eyes. 
To me the world did once ^ seem sweet and fair, 

While senses light, mind's perspective ' kept blind, 
Now like imagin*d landscape in the air, 

And weeping rain-bows her best joys I find : 
Or if ought here is had that praise should have^ 
It is an obscure life ' and silent grave. 



1 " Once did this world to me." * " prospective.' 

8 " a life obscure." 
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DAVID MURRAY. 

The following specimen is to be found in his " Ceelia, con- 
taining certaine Sonets " annexed to '* The Tragicall Death 
of Sophonisba," 12mo, 1611, London. Concerning thk 
author we have no particulars to add, except that he 
signs himself " Scoto-Brittaine," and that complimentary 
verses are inscribed to him, under the title of " loving 
cousin," by John Murray ; of '* kind friend," by M. Dray- 
ton ; and of ** dear friend," by Simon Graham. As the 
two first sonnets, however, in the volume are addressed 
to Henry Prince of Wales, it appears not improbable 
that he may have been Sir David Murray, gentleman of 
the bedchamber, and afterwards groom of the stole to 
that prince. 



TO AURORA. 

Pale sad Aurora, leave thy showers to rain, 
(Of pearl- like chrystal tears thou daily sheds,) 
In tender bosoms of the flowery meads. 

Wailing his death who at Ilion*s siege was slain ! 

Oh, let thy soul appeas'd with this remain. 
That those thy tears pleads pity by their sight. 
And more, the great bright pattern of the light 

To quench his drought, carouses them again. 

Cease then to weep, and leave me still to mourn ; 
Complaining best becomes my mirthless state, 

Who in quenchless flames of luckless love does bum! 
Thy Memnon*s loss requires no more regret. 
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And, since my own cannot procure but scorn, 
Lend me thy moving tears, sweet weeping Morn ! 



Ponder thy cares, and sum them all in one. 
Get the account of all thy heart's disease ; 
Reckon the torments do thy mind displease, 
Write up each sigh, each plaint, each tear, each groan : 
Remember on thy grief conceived by day. 
And call to mind thy night's disturbed rest : 
Think on those visions did thy soul molest. 
While as thy wearied corpse a-sleeping lay : 
And when all those thou hast enrolFd aright 

Into the 'count-book of thy daily care. 
Extract them truly : then present the sight. 
With them of flinty Cselia, the fair. 
That she may see if yet mo ill remains 
For to be paid to her unjust disdains. 
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GEORGE WITHER. 

Thb first productions of this author gare proof of genuine 
poetical tdents, till bis headstrong and restless disposition 
iorctd him out of the path of the Muses into the busy and 
turbulent scene of puritanical politics. After which, his 
almost innumerable works, though marked with strong 
original sense and ardent party zeal, began, necessarily 
from the subject, to degenerate in their style and tonci 
and to lose that playful fancy, pure taste, and artless deli- 
cacy of sentiment, which distinguish the poetry of his 
early youth. 

The history of his education and first entrance into life 
is told by himself in his " Abuses stript and whipt." It 
appears that he was bom in Manydowne, in Hampshire, 
1588, and in 1604 entered at Magdalen College, Oxford, 
where he had no sooner acquired the means of relishing 
academical learning, than he was sent for home, much 
against his will, before he could take a first degree, in 
order to be bred either a farmer or mechanic ; but find- 
ing that mere country business was not his calSng, he went 
to London, and fixed himself at one of the Inns of court, 
when, in consequence of being " too busy and satyrical " 
in the work above mentioned, he was committed prisoner 
for several months to the Marshalsea. He was now 
"cried up,** says Wood, "by the puritanical party, for 
his profuse pouring forth of English rhyme, and more 
afterwards by the vulgar sort of people for his prophe- 
tical poetry.** In 1639 he served under Lord Arundel 
against the Scots, in whose regiment he was captain and 
quarter^master general. But afterwards siding with the 
presbyterians, he raised a troop for the Parliament, be- 
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came a major, and, though taken prisoner by the caTt^ 
lien, was appointed by the Long Parliament justice of 
peace for Hampshire, &c., and by Oliyer migor-general 
of the forces in the county of Surrey. On the Reston^ 
tion be lost all the royaHsta* lands which he had bought 
or obtained, and was committed prisoner to Newgate for 
a fibel, and afterwards close prisoner in the Tower, where 
he remained three years. ** At length," saya Wood, 
"after this our author bad Hyed to the age of serenty- 
nine years, mostly spent in a rambling and unsettled con- 
dition, he concluded this life in 1667." 

A list of Wither's pieces is given in Wood's aoceont 
of his life ( Ath. vol. ii. p. 391), and at the end of a small 
puapblet called " Extracts from Juyenilia," &c., selected 
bj Mr. Dairy mple, 1785 ; but a more complete catalogue 
may be found annexed to his " Fides Anglicana," 1662. 



[The foUoiiiiig Extracts, except the kat but one, aie all to be 
found in his '' Mistresse of Phirarete,** 1622 ; though in the 
iirst and seyentb pieces the text of the pirated edition (1620) has 
beeD sometimes preferred. The rejected readings, however, of 
the authorized copy are subjoined for the satisfaction of the 
reader.} 

SONNET. 

Shall I, wasting in despair, 

Die because a woman's fair ? 

Or make pale my cheeks with care 

'Cause another's rosy are ? 

Be she fairer than the day, 

Or the flowery meads in May ; 

If she be not so to me, 

What care I how fair she be ? 
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Shall my foolish heart be ^ pin'd, 

'Cause I see a woman kind ? 

Or a well-disposed nature 

Joined with a lovely feature ? 

Be she meeker, kinder, than 

Turtle-dove or pelican ; 
If she be not so to me. 
What care I how kind she be ? 

Shall a woman's virtues move 
Me to perish for her love ? 
Or her merit's value * known, 
Make me quite forget mine own ? 
Be she with that goodness blest. 
Which may gain her name of best ; 
If she be not such to me, 
What care I how good she be ? 

'Cause her fortune seems too high, 
Shall I play the fool and die ? 
Those that bear a noble mind 
Where they want of riches find, 
Think what with them they would do, 
That without them dare to woo ; 
And unless that mind I see. 
What care I though great she be ? 

1 " Should my heart be grievM or.*' * " wcU-descrving.' 



dbyGoOgk 



OEOROE WITHER. 77 

Great, or good, or kind, or fair, 
I will ne'er die more despair : 
If she love me, this believe, 
I will die e'er she shall grieve ; 
If she slight me when I woo, 
I can scorn and let her go ; 

For if she be not for me, 

What care I for whom she be ? 



Amaryllis I did woo. 
And I courted Phillis too ; 
Daphne for her love I chose ; 
Chloris for that damask rose 
In her cheek I held as dear ; 
Yea, a thousand lik'd, well-near ; 
And, in love with all together. 
Feared the enjoying either ; 
'Cause to be of one possest, 
Barr'd the hope of all the rest. 



Lordly gallants, tell me this : 

Though my safe content you weigh not. 
In your greatness what one bliss 
Have you gain'd, that I enjoy not ? 
You have honours, you have wealth ; 
I have peace, and I have health ; 
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All the day I meiry make, 
And at night no care I take. 

Bound to none my fortunes be ; 

This or that man's fall I fear not ; 
Him I love that loveth me ; 
For the rest a pin I care not. 
You are sad when others chafe. 
And grow merry as they laugh ! 
I, that hate it, and am free, 
Laugh and weep as pleaseth me. 



Wantons ! *tis not your sweet eyings, 
Forced passions, feigned dyings, 
Gesture's temptings, tear's beguilings, 
Dancings, singings, kissings, smilings, 
Nor those painted sweets, with which 
You unwary men bewitch, 
(All united, nor asunder) 
That can compass such a wonder, 
Or to win you love prevails. 
Where her moving virtues fails. 

Beauties ! 'tis not all those features 
Placed in the fairest creatures, 
Though their best they should discover, 
That can tempt from her a lover. 
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'Tis not those soft snowy Inreasts, 
Where love, rock'd in pleasure, rests, 
And by their continual motions 
Draweth hearts to vain devotions ; 
Nor the nectar that we sip 
From a honey-dropping lip ; 
Nor those eyes, whence beauty's lances 
Wound the heart with wanton glances ; 
Nor those sought delights, that lie 
In Love's hidden treasury, — 
That can liking gain, where she 
Will the best-beloved be. 

For, should those, who think they may 
Draw my love from her away. 
Bring forth all their female graces, 
Wrap me in their close embraces. 
Practice all the art they may. 
Weep, or sing, or kiss, or pray ; 

« « * « 

One poor thought of her would arm me 
So as Circe could not harm me. 
Since, beside those excellences 
Wherewith others please the senses. 
She, whom I have prized so. 
Yields delights for reason too. 
Who could doat on things so common 
As mere outward-handsome woman ? 
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Those half-beauties only win 
Fools to let affection in. 
Vulgar wits, from reason shaken, 
Are with such impostures taken ; 
And, with all their art in love, 
Wantons can but wantons move. 



PhiVarete to his Mistress, 
[From 18 stanzas.] 

Hail, thou fairest of all creatures 
Upon whom the sun doth shine ! 

Model of all rarest features. 
And perfections most divine ! 

Thrice, all hail ! and blessed be 

Those that love and honour thee. 



Though a stranger to the Muses, 
Young, obscured, and despis*d. 

Yet such art thy love infuses. 
That I thus have poetized. 

Read, and be content to see 

Thy admired power in me. 



On this glass of thy perfection 
If that any women pry. 
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Let them thereby take direction 
To adorn themselves thereby ; 
And if ought amiss they view, 
Let them dress themselves anew. 



This thy picture therefore show I, 

Naked, unto every eye ; 
Yet no fear of rival know I, 

Neither touch of jealousy ; 
For, the more make love to thee, 
I the more shall pleased be. 

I am no Italian lover, 

That will mew thee in a jail ; 

But thy beauty I discover, 
English-like, without a veil. 

If thou may'st be won away. 

Win and wear thee he that may. 

Yet in this thou may'st believe me, 
(So indifferent though I seem) 

Death with tortures would not grieve me 
More than loss of thy esteem. 

For, if Virtue me forsake. 

All a scorn of me will make. 

Then, as I, on thee relying, 
f Do no changing fear in thee, 

VOL. III. o 
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So, by my defects supplyii^, 

From all changing keep thou me : 
That unmatched we may prove. 
Thou for beauty ; I for love. 



SOKO. 
[From 12 stanzas.] 

Sad eyes, what do you ail, 

To be thus ill disposed ? 
Why doth your sleeping fail. 

Now all nien*s else are closed f 
Was't I, that ne'er did bow 

In any servile duty, 
And will you make me now 

A slave to Love and Beauty ? 



What hopes have I that she 

Will hold her favours ever, 
When so few women be 

That constant can persever ? 
Whatever she do protest, 

When Fortunes do deceive me, 
Then she, with all the rest, 

I fear, alas ! will leave me. 
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Shall then in earnest truth 

My careful eyes observe her ? 
Shall I consume my youth 

And short my time to serve her ? 
Shall I beyond my strength 

Let passion's torments prove me, — 
To hear her say at length, 

** Away — I cannot love thee ?" 

O, rather let me die 

Whilst I thus gentle find her ; 
Twere worse than death, if I 

Should find she proves unkinder ! 
One firown, though but in jest. 

Or one unkindness, feigned. 
Would rob me of more rest 

Than e'er could be regauied. 

But in her eyes I find 

Such signs of pity moving. 
She cannot be unkind. 

Nor err, nor fail in loving. 
And on her forehead this 

Seems written to relieve me ; 
My heart no joy shall miss. 

That Love or she can give me. 
♦ ♦ ♦ « 

o2 



dbyGoogk 



84 BEION OF JAMES I. 

And this shall be the worst 

Of all that can betide me, • 
If I, like some, accurs'd, 

Should find my hopes deride me ; 
My cares will not be long, 

I know which way to mend them ; 
rU think who did the wrong, 

Sigh, break my heart, and end them. 



SONNET. 
[From 10 stanzas.] 
Hence, away, thou Syren ^, leave me ! 
Pish ' ! unclasp these ' wanton arms ! 
Sugar*d words can * ne'er deceive me. 
Though thou prove a thousand charms. 
Fie, fie, forbear! 
No common snare 
Can ' ever my affection chain : 
Thy * painted baits, 
And poor deceits, 
Are all bestow'd on me in vain. 

Vm no slave to such as you be. 
Nor shall that soft ' snowy breast. 



1 "you Syrens." 


« " And." 


8 "your.' 


4 "shall." 


« " could.'' 


6 « Your. 


7 "Neither shall a." 
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Rolling * eye, and ' lip of ruby, 
Ever robjne of my rest 

Go, go, display 

Thy beauty's ray 
To some more-soon-enamour*d' swain : 

Those forced* wiles 

Of sighs and smiles 
Are all bestow'd on me in vain. 

I have elsewhere vow*d a duty ; 

Turn away thy tempting eye * ! 
Shew not me thy painted ^ beauty ; 
These ' impostures I defy *. 

My spirit loaths 

Where gaudy clothes 
And feigned oaths may love obtain : 

I love her so 

Whose looks swear no 
That all thy labour will be vain. 

Can he prize the tainted posies 
Which on other's • breast are worn, 

That may pluck the virgin ** roses 
From the " never-touched thorn ? 



1 < 


•'Wanton." 


« "or." 


8 ** o'er-soon-enamourM 


4 < 


'* common." 


» " eyes." 


8 "a naked." 


7 « 


'' Those." 


8 " despise." 


• " erery." 


10 < 


'' spotless." 


11 "their." 
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I can go rest 

On her sweet breast 
That is the pride of Cynthia's train : 

Then stay thy tongue *, 

Thy * mermaid song * 
Is ^ all bestow'd on me in vain. 

He*s a fool that basely dallies 

Where each peasant mates with him. 
Shall I haunt the thronged vallies, 
Whilst there's noble hills to dimb ? 
No, no ; — though clowns 
Are scar'd with frowns, 
I know the best can but disdain : 
And those 111 prove, 
So will thy * love 
Be all bestow'd on me in vain. 



I do scorn to vow a duty 

Where each lustful lad may woo : 
Give me her whose sun-like beauty 
Buzzards dare not soar unto. 
She, she it is 
Affords that bliss 

1 " hold your tongues." » " Your.' 

8 "songs/' 4 "Are." 

5 "shall your." 
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For which I would refuse no pain : 

But such as you^ 

Fond fools, adieu I 
You seek to captive me in vain. 

• « • • 

Leave me then, thou Syren S leave me ! 

Seek no more to work my harms : 
Crafty wiles cannot deceive me ; 
I' am proof against your charms. 

Your labour may 

To lead astray 
The heart that constant shall remain ; 

And I the while 

Will sit and smile 
To see you spend your time in vain. 

• • • • 



\^0n his MuseS] 
[From " The Shepherd's Hunting."] 

« • • • 

And though for her sake I'm crost, 
Though my best hopes I have lost, 
And knew she would make my trouble 
Ten times more than ten times double, 

» "you Syrens." • "Who." 



dbyGoOgk 



88 REIGN OF JAMES I. 

I should love and keep her too, 

Spite of all the world could do. 

For though banish 'd from my flocks, 

And confin'd within these rocks, 

Here I waste away the light, 

And consume the sullen night. 

She doth for my comfort stay 

And keeps many cares away. 

Though I miss the flowery fields, 

With those sweets the spring-tide yields, 

Though I may not see those groves 

Where the shepherds chant their loves, 

And the lasses more excel 

Than the sweet-voic'd Philomel ; 

Though of all those pleasures past 

Nothing now remains at last. 

But remembrance, poor relief, 

That more makes than mends my grief; 

She's my mind's companion still, 

Maugre Envy's evil wilL 

Whence she should be driven too, 

Were't in mortals* power to do. 

She doth tell me where to borrow 

Comfort in the midst of sorrow, 

Makes the desolatest place 

To her presence be a grace, 

And the blackest discontents 

To be pleasing ornaments. 



dbyGoogk 



GEORGE WITHER. 89 

In my former days of bliss 

Her divine skiU taught me this^ 

That from every thing I saw 

I could some invention draw, 

And raise pleasure to her height 

Through the meanest object's sights 

By the murmur of a spring, 

Or the least bough's rosteling ; 

By a daisy whose leaves spread. 

Shut when Titan goes to bed ; 

Or a shady bush or tree 

She could more infuse in me. 

Than all nature's beauties can 

In some other wiser man. 

By her help I also now 

Make this churlish place allow 

Some things that may sweeten gladness 

In the very gall of sadness. 

The dull lonenessy the black shade 

That these hanging vaults have made, 

The strange music of the waves, 

Beating on these hollow eaves ; 

This black den, which rocks emboss. 

Overgrown with eldest moss ; 

The rude portals that give light 

More to terror than delight ; 

This my chamber of neglect, 

Waird about with disrespect ; 
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From all these, and this dull air 

A fit object for despair, 

She hath taught me by her might 

To draw comfort and delight. 

Therefore, thou best earthly bliss, 

I will cherish thee for this, — 

Poesy ! — thou sweet'st content 

That e'er heaven to mortals lent. 

Though they as a trifle leave thee, 

Whose dull thoughts can not conceive thee ; 

Though thou be to them a scorn 

That to nought but earth are bom ; 

Let my life no longer be 

Than I am in love with thee. 

Though our wise ones call thee madness, 

Let me never taste of gladness 

If I love not thy maddest fits 

More than all their greatest wits. 

And though some too seeming holy 

Do account thy raptures folly, 

Thou dost teach me to contemn 

What makes knaves and fools of them. 

Oh, high power ! that oft doth carry 

Men above — 
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The foUowmg Rhomboidal Dirge it inserted on accomii ofiU 
tmgularity. 

Ah me! 
Am I the hwmd, 
That late, from sorrow free* 
Did all the cares on earth dudain ? 
And still untoQch'd, as at some safer games, 
Pla/d with the burning coals of love and beauty's flames? 
Was't I, could dive, and sound each passion's secret depth at will. 
And from those hage o'erwhelmings rise by help of reason still? 
And am I now, O heavens I for trying thb in Tain, 
So sunk, that I shall never rise again ? 
Then, let despair set sorrow's string 
For strains that dolefuU'st be. 
And I will sing 
Ah me I 

But why, 
O &tal time. 
Dost thou constrain, that I 
Should perish in my youth's sweet prime ? 
I, but a while ago, you cruel powers, 
In spite of fortune crept contentment's sweetest flowers I 
And yet unscomed serve a gentle nymph, the fairest she 
That ever was belov'd of man, or eyes did ever see. 
Yea, one whose tender heart would rue for my distress : 
Yet I, poor I, must perish ne'ertheless ; 
And, which much more augments my care, 
Unmoaned I must die, 
And no man e'er 
Know why I 
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Thy leave, 

My dying song, 

Yet take, ere grief bereave 

The breath which I enjoy too long I 

Tell thou that fair one this : my soul prefers 

Her love above my life ; and that I died hers. 

And let him be for evermore to her remembrance dear 

Who lov'd the very thought of her, whilst he remained here. 

And now farewell, thou place of my unhappy birth. 

Where once I breath*d the sweetest air on earth. 

Since me my wonted joys forsake. 

And ail my trust deceive. 

Of all I take 

My leave. 

Farewell, 

Sweet groves, to you ! 

You hills that highest dwell. 

And all you humble vales adieu I 

You wanton brooks, and solitary rocks ; 

My dear companions all, and you my tender flocks ! 

Farewell,my pipe ! and all those pleasing songs whose movingstrains 

Delighted once the fairest nymphs that dance upon the plains. 

You discontents, whose deep and over-deadly smart 

Have without pity broke the truest heart. 

Sighs, tears, and every sad annoy. 

That erst did with me dwell, 

And others joy. 

Farewell ! 
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Adieu» 

Fair shepherdesses ! 

Let garlands of sad yew 

Adorn your dainty golden tresses. 

I, that loy'd you, and often with my quill 

Made music that delighted fountain, grove, and hill, 

I, whom you loved so, and with a sweet and chaste embrace, 

Yea, with a thousand rarer favours would vouchsafe to grace, 

I now must leave you all alone of love to plain ; 

And never pipe, nor never sing again. 

I must, for evermore, be gone, 

And therefore bid I you. 

And every one 

Adieu ! 



I die! 

For. oh 1 I feel 

Death's horrors drawing nigh, 

And all this frame of nature reel. 

My hopeless heart, despairing of relief. 

Sinks underneath the heavy weight of saddest grief, 

Which hath so ruthless torn, so rack'd, so tortured every vein ; 

All comfort comes too late to have it ever cur'd again. 

My swimming head begins to dance death's giddy round ; 

A shuddering chillness doth each sense confound ; 

Benumb'd is my cold-sweating brow ; 

A dimness shuts my eye ; 

And now, oh now, 

I die ! 
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RICHARD BRATHWAIT, 

Author of " The English Gentleman and Gentlewoman/ 
born in Westmoreland, 1588, entered at Oriel College, 
Oxford, 1604, where he continued about three years. He 
then removed to Cambridge, and retiring into his natiye 
country, afterwards became a trained-band captain, a 
deputy-lieutenant, a justice of peace, and a noted wit 
and poet. He died in 1673 at Appleton, in Yorkshire, 
where he went to reside after his second marriage, leay- 
ing behind him, says Wood, the character of a well-bred 
gentleman and a good neighbour. His publications were 
numerous. Vide Athen. Oxon. vol. ii. p. 516. The latter 
of the following pieces was selected from a work not 
enumerated by Wood, 



SONG. 

From " The Shepherd*8 Tales," annexed to " Nature^s Embossie/' 
1621, 8vo.] 

If marriage life yields such content. 

What heavy hap have 1 1 
Whose life with grief and sorrow spent, 

Wish death, yet cannot die. 
She's bent to smile when I do storm, 

When I am cheerful too 
She seems to lower : then, who can cure 

Or counterpoise my wo ? 
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My marriage-day chac*d you * away. 

For I have found it true, 
That bed which did all joys display 

Became a bed of rue ; 
Where asps do browse on fancy's flower, 
And beauty's blossom too : 
Then where*s that power on earth, may cure 

Or counterpoise my wo? 

I thought love was the lamp of life, 

No life withouten love ; 
No love like to a faithful wife ; 

Which when I sought to prove, 
I found her birth was not on earth. 

For ought that I could know ; 
Of good ones I perceiv*d a dearth ; 

Then who can cure my wo ? 

• • * * 

My board no dishes can afford 

But chafing-dishes all ! 
Where self-will domineers as lord 

To keep poor me in thraU. 
My discontent gives her content ; 

My friend she vows her foe : 
How should I then my sorrows vent. 

Or cure my endless wo ! 

1 joy? 
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No cure to care; farewell all joy ; 

Retire, poor soul, and die ! 
Yet ere thou die, thyself employ 

That thou iiiay*st mount the sky : 
Where thou may move commanding Jove 

That Pluto he might go 
To wed thy wife, who end't thy life ; 

For this will cure thy wo ! 



Carets Cure, or a Fig for Care '. 
[From " Puiedone, or Health from Helicon," 1621, 8vo.] 

H/ippY is that state of his, 
Take the world as it is. 
Lose he honour, friendship, wealth ; 
Lose he liberty or health ; 
Lose he all that earth can give, 
Having nought whereon to live ; 
So prepar'd a mind's in him. 
He's resolv'd to sink or swim. 

Should I ought dejected be, 
'Cause blind Fortune frowns on me? 
Or put finger in the eye 
When I see my Damon die ? 

^ Much of this poem seems to be an imitation of Wither^t cele- 
brated ode, inserted p. 75. 
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Or repine such should inherit 
More of honours than of merit ? 
Or put on a sourer face, 
To see virtue in disgrace? 

Should I weep, when I do try 
Fickle friends' inconstancy, 
Quite discarding mine and me, 
When they should the firmest be ? 
Or think much when barren brains 
Are possessed of rich domains. 
When in reason it were fit 
They had wealth unto their wit f 

Should I spend the morn in tears, 
'Cause I see my neighbour's ears 
Stand so slopwise from his head. 
As if they were horns indeed ? 
Or to see his wife at once 
Branch his brow and break his sconce. 
Or to hear her in her spleen 
Callet like a butter-quean ? 

Should I sigh, because I see 
Laws like spider-webs to be, 
[Where] lesser flies are quickly ta'en. 
While the great break out again ? 
Or so many schisms and sects, 
Which foul heresy detects, 
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To suppress the fire of zeal 

Both in church and common-weal ? 

No, there's nought on earth I fear 
That may force from me one tear. 
Loss of honours, freedom, health, 
Or that mortal idol, wealth ; 
With these babes may grieved be, 
But they have no power o'er me. 
Less my substance, less my share 
In my fear and in my care. 

Thus to love, and thus to live. 
Thus to take, and thus to give. 
Thus to laugh, and thus to sing, 
Thus to mount on pleasure's wing. 
Thus to sport, and thus to speed. 
Thus to flourish, nourish, feed, 
Thus to spend, and thus to spare. 
Is to bid a fig for care. 
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WILLIAM BROWNE 

Seems to have been bom about 1590 at Tavistock, in De- 
vonshire, where he was instructed in grammatical learning. 
Having passed some time at Exeter College, Oxford, he 
quitted the University without a degree, entered into the 
Society of the Middle Temple, and published in 1613 the 
first part of his '' Britannia's Pastorals," fol. In 1614 was 
published his " Shepherd's Pipe," 8vo, (contained also in 
the pirated edition of Wither, 1620,) and in 1616 the 
second part of the Pastorals, folio. Both parts were re- 
printed in 1625, 8vo. In 1624 he returned to Exeter Col- 
lege, and became tutor to Robert Dormer, afterwards 
Earl of Carnarvon. During his stay he was created A.M., 
being styled in the public regbter " Vir omni human& 
literaturi et bonarum artium cognitione instructus." He 
then went into the family of the Earl of Pembroke, ob- 
tained wealth, and purchased an estate, and is supposed 
to have died in 1645. See Wood (Ath. Ox. i. 491), 
who says, " that as he had a little body, so a great mind." 
A neat edition of his works, which were become scarce, 
was published in 1772, in three small volumes, by Mr. 
Thomas Davies, the laudable reviver of several forgotten 
poets. 

We are indebted to Browne for having preserved in 
his " Shepherd's Pipe " a curious poem by Occleve. Mr. 
Warton conceives his . works to " have been well known 
to Milton," and refers to "Britannia's Pastorals" for the 
same assemblage of circumstances in a morning landscape 
as were brought together more than thirty years after- 
wards by Milton, in a passage of L' Allegro, which has 
h2 
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been supposed to serve as a repository of imagery on 
that subject for all succeeding poets. Warton's Milton, 
second ed. p. 51. 



LAY. 

[In " Britannia's Pastorals," book ii. Song 2.] 

Shall I tell you whom I love ? 

Hearken then a while to me : 
And if such a woman move 

As I now shall versifie, 
Be assur'd 'tis she, or none, 
That I love, and love alone. 

Nature did her so much right. 
As she scorns the help of art ; 

In as many virtues dight 

As e*er yet embraced a heart ; 

So much good, so truly tried. 

Some for less were deified. 

Wit she hath, without desire 

To make known how much she hath ; 
And her anger flames no higher 

Than may fitly sweeten wrath ; 
Full of pity as may be. 
Though, perhaps, not so to me. 
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Reason masters every sense. 

And her virtues grace her birth ; 
liovely as all excellence, 

Modest in her most of mirth ; 
Likelihood enough to prove 
Only worth could kindle love. 

Such she is; and if you know 

Such a one as I have sung, 
Be she brown, or fair, or — so, 

That she be but somewhile young ; 
Be assur'd 'tis she, or none, 
That I love, and love alone. 



Thyrsia* Praise of his Mistress. 

[Prom ** England's Helicon."] 

On a hill that grac'd the plain 
Thyrsis sate, a comely swain, 

Comelier swain ne'er grac'd a hill ; 
Whilst his flock, that wander'd nigh, 
Cropt the green grass busily. 

Thus he tun'd his oaten quiU : 

" Ver hath made the pleasant field 
Many several odours yield, 
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Odours aromadcal : 
From fair Astra's cherry lip 
Sweeter smells for ever skip, 

They in pleasing passen all. 

" Leavy groves now mainly ring 
With each sweet bird's sonnetting. 

Notes that make the echoes long : 
But when Astra tunes her voice, 
All the mirthful birds rejoice, 

And are listening to her song. 

** Fairly spreads the damask rose. 
Whose rare mixture doth disclose 

Beauties, pencils cannot feign : 
Yet, if Astra pass the bush, 
Roses have been seen to blush ; 

She doth all their beauties stain. 



" Fields are blest with flowery wreath, 
Air is blest when she doth breathe ; 

Birds make happy every grove, 
She each bird when she doth sing ; 
Phoebus heat to earth doth bring, 

She makes marble fall in love.'' 
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The Syren's Song* 
[In " The Inner Temple Mask/'] 

Steer, hither steer your winged pines, 

AU beaten mariners ! 
Here lie Love's undiscover'd mines, 

A prey to passengers : 
Per&mes far sweeter than the best 
Which make the Phoenix* urn and nest 

Fear not your ships, 

Nor any to oppose you, save our lips ; 
But come on shore, 

Where no joy dies till Love hath gotten more. 
For swelling waves, our panting breasts, 

Where never storms arise. 
Exchange, and be a while our guests ; 
i For stars gaze on our eyes ; 

The compass Love shall hourly sing, 
And, as he goes about the ring, 

We will not miss 

To tell each point he nameth with a kiss. 
Then come on shore. 
Where no joy dies till Love hath gotten more. 
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THOMAS FREEMAN, 

A Gloucestershire man, entered in 1607 (being about 
sixteen years of age), at Magdalen College, Oxford, where 
he took the degree of B.A. On quitting the University 
for the metropolis, he set up for a poet, and, according to 
Wood, was shortly after held in esteem by Daniel, Owen, 
Donne, Shakespeare, Chapman, T. Heywood, and others. 
In 1614 he produced two books of epigrams, entitled, 
" Rubbe and a great Cast," and " Runne and a great Cast, 
the second Bowie," 4to. From this publication Mr. War- 
ton has quoted an epigram in praise of Donne, and another 
on the increasing size of the city of London ; but the fol- 
lowing stanzas exhibit a more favourable specimen of the 
author^s poetical talents, and afford a very flattering tes- 
timony in honour of Cornwall and its inhabitants. They 
were selected by the Rev. Mr. Brand from a copy of the 
book in his possession. 



Encomion Cornubice, 

I LOVE thee, Cornwall, and will ever, 
And hope to see thee once again ! 

For why ? — thine equal knew I never 
For honest minds and active men : 

Where true religion better thrives, 

And God is worshipped with more zeal ; 

Where men will sooner spend their lives 
To good their king and common-weal. 
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Where virtue is of most esteem. 

And not for fear, but love, embraced ; 

Where each man's conscience doth seem 
To be a law, and bind as fast. 

Where none doth more respect his purse 

Than by his credit he doth set ; 
Where words and bonds have equal force, 

And promise is as good as debt. 

Where none envies another's state. 

Where men speak truth without an oath, 

And, what is to be wonder*d at, 

Where men are rich and honest both. 

Where's strict observance of the laws, 
And, if there chance some little wrong. 

Good neighbours hear and end the cause. 
Not trust it to a lawyer's tongue. 

Where, as it seems, by both consents 
The sea and land such plenty brings. 

That landlords need not rack their rents. 
And tenants live like petty kings. 

Where goodness solely is regarded, 
And vice and vicious men abhorr'd. 
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Where worth in meanest is rewarded, 

And, — ^to speak briefly in a word, — 
I think not all the world again 
So near resembles Saturn's reign ! 
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HENRY KING 

Was born in 1591 at Wornal, in Bucks, and educated at 
Westminster, whence he was elected a student of Christ- 
Church, Oxford, in 1608. Having taken the degrees in 
Arts, he '* became a most florid preacher," says Wood, 
and successively chaplain to James I., archdeacon of 
Colchester, residentiary of St. Paul's, canon of Christ- 
Church, chaplain to Charles I., doctor of divinity, and 
dean of Rochester, from which he was advanced to the 
bishopric of Chichester in 1641, which he held till the 
time of his death in 1669. 

He turned the Psalms into verse, (12mo, 1651, and 
1654,) being disgusted with the old translation, and pub- 
lished in 1657 a small volume of " Poems, Elegies, 
Paradoxes, and Sonnets.** His Elegies are written on 
the deaths of Gustavus Adolphus, Prince Henry, Sir 
Walter Raleigh, Dr. Donne, Ben Jonson, and others, 
more particularly hb father. Dr. John King, Bishop of 
London. 

His poems are terse and elegant, but, like those of most 
of his contemporaries, deficient in simplicity. 



The Dirge. 



What is th* existence of man's life, 
But open war, or slumber'd strife ; 
Where sickness to his sense presents 
The combat of the elements ; 
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And never feels a perfect peace 

Till Death's cold hand sigps his release ? 

It is a storm, where the hot blood 
Outvies in rage the boiling flood ; 
And each loose passion of the mind 
Is like a furious gust of wind, 
Which beats his bark with many a wave 
Till he casts anchor in the grave. 

It is a flower, which buds, and grows, 
And withers as the leaves disclose ; 
Whose spring and fall faint seasons keep, 
Like fits of waking before sleep ; 
Then shrinks into that fatal mould 
Where its first being was enroird. 

It is a dream, whose seeming truth 
Is moralized in age and youth ; 
Where all the comforts he can share 
As wandering as his fancies are ; 
Till in a mist of dark decay 
The dreamer vanish quite away. 

It is a dial, which points out 
The sun-set, as it moves about ; 
And shadows out in lines of night 
The subtle stages of time's flight ; 
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Till all-obscuring earth hath laid 
The body in perpetual shade* 

It is a weary interlude, 
Which doth short joys, long woes include ; 
The world the stage, the prolc^ue tears, 
The acts vain hope and varied fears ; 
The scene shuts up with loss of breath, 
And leaves no epilogue but death. 



SONNET. 

To Patience. 



Down ! stormy Passions, down ! no more 
Let your rude waves invade the shore 
Where blushing Reason sits, and hides 
Her from the fury of your tides. 
• « * « 

Fall, easy Patience, fall, like rest, 
Whose soil spells charm a troubled breast ! 
And where those rebels you espy, 
O ! in your silken cordage tie 
Their malice up ! so shall I raise 
Altars to thank your power, and praise 
The sovereign virtue of your balm. 
Which cures a tempest by a calm. 
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The Surrender. 

My once dear love, hapless that I no more 
Must call thee so, the rich affection's store 
That fed our hopes lies now exhaust and spent, 
Like sums of treasure unto bankrupts lent ! 
We, — that did nothing study but the way 
To love each other, with which thoughts the day 
Rose with delight to us, and with them set, — 
Must learn the hateful art, how to foi^t. 
We, — ^that did nothing wish that heaven could give 
Beyond ourselves, nor did desire to live 
Beyond that wish, — all these now cancel must. 
As if not writ in faith, but words, and dust. 

Yet, witness those clear vows which lovers make ! 
Witness the chaste desires that never brake 
Into unruly hearts ! witness that breast 
Which in thy bosom anchored his whole rest ! 
*Tis no default in us, I dare acquite 
Thy maiden faith, thy purpose fair and white 
As thy pure self. Cross planets did envy 
Us to each other, and heaven did untie 
Faster than vows could bind — * * 
***** Like turtle doves 
Dislodged from their haunts, we must in tears 
Unwind a love knit up in many years. 
In this last kiss I here surrender thee 
Back to thyself; so thou again art free. 
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Thou, in another, sad as that, re-send 
The truest heart that lover e'er did lend. 
Now turn from each : so fare our sever'd hearts 
As the divorc'd soul from her body parts. 
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FRANCIS QUARLES 

Was a very yoluminous and very popular writer ; and 
though, as Mr. Headley justly observes, " he too often 
mistook the enthusiasm ot devotion for the inspiration of 
fancy," he certainly deserved a great part of the reputa- 
tion for which he was principally indebted to his loyalty 
and devotion. Mr. Jackson of Exeter, in his " Thirty- 
Letters," and Dr. Anderson, in his Life of P. Fletcher, 
have defended him against the contempt of Pope. 

His principal works are his '* Emblems,** ** Divine 
Poems," consisting of pieces first published separately, 
** Argalus and Parthenia," and " Solomon's Recantation," 
all of which, especially the " Emblems,** have passed 
through various editions. His *' Enchiridion,** 1658, small 
12mo, a collection of brief observations in prose^is highly 
and deservedly praised by Mr. Headley. 

Quarles was of an ancient family, nephew to Sir Robert 
Quarles ; born 1592 ; educated at Christ*s College, Cam- 
bridge ; studied in Lincoln*s Inn ; afterwards cup-bearer 
to the Queen of Bohemia, secretary to the primate of 
Ireland, and chronologer to the city of London. He died 
in 1644. 

See Mr. Headley's more particular account, as well as 
the specimens he has g^ven, amply sufficient to vindicate 
our author's fame. 

The following lines, extracted from his ** Shepherd's 
Oracles,*' 1646, 4to, will perhaps be thought worth pre- 
serving, as they describe with some humour the taste of 
the Puritans. 
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Song of Anarchua, 

Know then, my brethren, heaven is clear. 

And all the clouds are gone ; 
The righteous now shall flourish, and 

Good days are coming on : 
Come then, my brethren, and be glad, 

And eke rejoice with me ; 
Lawn sleeves and rochets shall go down. 

And hey ! then up go we ! 

We'll break the windows which the whore 

Of Babylon hath painted, 
And when the popish saints are down. 

Then Barrow shall be sainted. 
There's neither cross nor crucifix 

Shall stand for men to see ; 

Rome's trash and trumperies shall go down, 

And hey ! then up go we ! 
« • * • 

We'll down with all the 'Varsities^ 

Where learning is profess'd. 
Because they practise and maintain 

The language of the beast. 
We'll drive the doctors out of doors, 

And arts, whate'er they be ; 
We'll cry both arts and learning down. 

And hey I then up go we ! 

• • « « 

VOL. III. I 
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If once that Anti-Christian crew 

Be crush'd and overthrown, 
We'll teach the nobles how to crouch, 

And keep the gentry down. 
Good manners have an ill report, 

And turn to pride we see ; 
We'll therefore cry good manners down, 

And hey ! then up go we ! 

The name of lord shall be abhorr'd. 

For every man's a brother ; 
No reason why, in church, or state, 

One man should rule another. 
But when the change of government 

Shall set our fingers free. 
We'll make the wanton sisters stoop, 

And hey ! then up go we ! 

Our coblers shall translate their souls 

From caves obscure and shady ; 
We'll make Tom T*** as good as my lord, 

And Joan as good as my lady. 
We'll crush and fling the marriage ring 

Into the Roman see ; 
We'll ask no bands, but e'en clap hands, 

And hey I then up go we ! 
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GEORGE HERBERT, 

Third brother of the celebrated Lord Herbert of Cher- 
bury, was bom in 1593. Nature seems to have intended 
him for a knight-errant, but disappointed ambition made 
him a saint. Walton tells us that no less than ten thou- 
sand copies of his poems were sold ; a circumstance which 
proves the religious zeal, much more than the good taste, 
of his contemporaries. 

There is less reason to wonder at the popularity of his 
*' Priest to the Temple, or the Country Parson, his Cha- 
racter, and Rule of Holy Life," 1652, 12mo, in prose, a 
work of unpretending practical utility, exhibiting the 
duties and employments of a character never to be men- 
tioned without respect, that of a conscientious clergyman 
residing in his parish. 

He was fellow of Trinity College, Cambridge, and 
orator of the University ; and (because not desiring, says 
Fuller,) had no higher preferment than the benefice of 
Bemerton, near Salisbury, and the prebend of Leighton, 
in the cathedral of Lincoln ; at the former of which he 
built a parsonage, and at the latter a church. He died 
in 1682-3. 



LIFE. 

I MADE a posy, while the day ran by : 
Here will I smeU my remnant out, and tie 

My life within this band. 
But time did beckon to the flowers, and they 
By noon most cunningly did steal away, 

And withered in my hand. 
I2 
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My hand was next to them, and then my heart ; 
I took, without more thinking, in good part 

Time's gentle admonition ; 
Who did so sweetly death's sad taste convey, 
Making my mind to smell my fatal day. 

Yet sugaring the suspicion. 
Farewell, dear flowers ! sweetly your time ye spent, 
Fit, while ye liv'd, for smell and ornament. 

And after death for cures. 
I follow straight, without complaints or grief. 
Since if my scent he good, I care not if 

It he as short as yours. 
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IZAAC WALTON. 

This author was born at Stafford in 1598. He was by 
trade a sempster, in Chancery4ane, but in 164d quitted 
London, finding it dangerous to remain there any longer, 
and lived sometimes at his native place, though chiefly in 
the families of eminent clergymen, ** of whom," says Wood, 
" he was much beloved.'* He died at Winchester in 1688, 
at the house of his son-in-law Dr. William Hawkins, one 
of the prebendaries. He is justly celebrated for his bio- 
graphical pieces, and has described the characters of Sir 
H. Wotton, Bishop Sanderson, Donne, Hooker, and 
George Herbert, with a degree of minuteness which he 
alone could render interesting. But he is principally 
known by his " Complete Angler ;'* a truly ori^nal trea- 
tise on the theory of an art, from which the invincible 
patience of some men is able to extract amusement. 



The Angler's Wish. 

I IN these flowery meads would be ; 

These crystal streams should solace me ; 

To whose harmonious bubbling noise 

I with my angle would rejoice, 
Sit here, and see the turtle-dove 
Court his chaste mate to acts of love. 

Or on that bank feel the west wind 
Breathe health and plenty, please my mind 
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To see sweet dew-drops kiss these flowers, 
And then wash'd off by April-showers ; 
Here hear my Kenna sing a song, 
There see a blackbird feed her young, 

Or a leverock * build her nest ; 
Here give my weary spirits rest. 
And raise my low-pitch'd thoughts above 
Earth, or what poor mortals love : 

Thus free from law-suits, and the noise 
Of princes' courts^ I would rejoice. 

Or with my Bryan *, and a book, 
Loiter long days near Shawford-brook : 
There sit by him and eat my meat, 
There see the sun both rise and set ; 
There bid good morning to next day, 
There meditate my time away, 
And angle on, and b^ to have 
A quiet passage to a welcome grave. 



1 Laverock, lark. 

^ Supposed to be the name of a favourite dog. 
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JAMES SHIRLEY 

Was born in London, about 1594, educated at Merchant 
Tulon* school, entered at St. John's College, Oiford, 
and afterwards, haying taken no degree, removed to 
Catharine-Hall, Cambridge (Vid. Bancroft's Epigraois, 
4to, 16d9, b. i. ep. Id). He ■occesaiTelf became an 
English divine, a Popish schoolmaater, and a deservedly 
celebrated writer of plays (of which he published thirty- 
nine), from 1629 to 1660. He was patronized by Wil- 
liam Dake of Newcastle (whom he assisted, according to 
Wood, in the composition of his plays, as well as O^lby 
by notes for his translations), and followed this his patron's 
fortunes in the wars, till the decline of the royid cause, 
when he retired obscurely to London. Here he was 
countenanced by his learned friend T. Stanley, Esq., and 
during the suppression of the theatres, followed his old 
tnde of school-teaching, in vrhich he educated many 
eminent men. He died in 1666, immediately after the 
great fire of London, and was interred in the same grave 
with his second wife, who died the same day, and was 
supposed, as well as Shirley, to have owed her death to 
the fright occasioned by that calamity. Besides his plays 
he published a volume of poems, 1646, 12mo. 



Upon his Mistress sad. 

Melancholy, hence I and get 
Some piece of earth to be thy seat. 
Here, the air and nimble fire 
Would shoot up to meet desire. 
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Sullen humour leave her blood. 
Mix not with the purer flood, 
But let pleasures swelling here 
Make a spring-tide all the year. 
Love, a thousand sweets distilling, 
And with pleasure bosoms filling, 
Charm all eyes, that none may find us. 
Be above, before, behind us ! 
And, while we thy raptures taste, 

Compel Time himself to stay ; 
Or by fore-lock hold him fast, 

Lest occasion slip away. 



The Garden. 

This garden does not take my eyes, 
Though here you show how art of men 

Can purchase nature at a price 
Would stock old Paradise again. 

These glories while you dote upon, 
I envy not your spring, nor pride. 

Nay, boast the summer all your own ! 
My thoughts with less are satisfied. 

Give me a little plot of ground. 
Where, might I with the Sun agree. 

Though every day he walk the round. 
My garden he should seldom see. 
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Those tulips, tbat f uch wealth display 
To court my eye, shall lose their name ; 

Though now they listen, as if they 
Expected I should praise their flame. 

But I would see myself appear 
Within the violet's drooping head. 

On which a melancholy tear 
The discontented Mom hath shed. 

Within their buds let roses sleep, 

And virgin lilies on their stem, 
Tin sighs from lovers glide, and creep 

Into their leaves to open them. 

r th* centre of my ground, compose 
Of bays and yew my summer room, 

Which may, so oft as I repose. 
Present my arbour, and my tomb. 

« • • • 

No birds shall live within my pale 
To charm me with their shames of art, 

Unless some wandering nightingale 
Come here to sing and break her heart ; 

Upon whose death I'll try to write 
An epitaph in some funeral stone, 

So sad and true, it may invite 
Myself to die, and prove mine own. 
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[From ** The Contention of Ajax and Ulysses for the Armour of 
Achilles."] 

The glories of our blood and state 

Are shadows, not substantial things ; 
There is no armour against fate ; 
Death lays his icy hand on kings. 
Sceptre and crown 
Must tumble down, 
And in the dust be equal made 
With the poor crooked scythe and spade. 

Some men with swords may reap the field. 
And plant fresh laurels where they kill ; 
But their strong nerves at last must yield ; 
They tame but one another still. 
Early or late, 
They stoop to fate, 
And must give up their murmuring breath, 
When they, pale captives, creep to death. 

The garlands wither on your brow, 

Then boast no more your mighty deeds ! 
Upon death's purple altar now 

See where the victor- victim bleeds ! 
Your heads must come 
To the cold tomb ; 
Only the actions of the just 
Smell sweet, and blossom in the dust. 
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THOMAS HAY, 

A CELESBATED poet and historian, bom about ]d96, in 
Sussex, of a worshipful but decayed family, says Fuller : 
bred fellow-commoner in Sidney College, Cambridge, 
and afterwards resident in Westminster and about the 
court. He died suddenly in 1652, and lies buried in 
Westminster Abbey. See his character in Lord Claren- 
don's History. His English yersion of Lucan's Pharsalia, 
and his Latin Supplement to the same, have been much 
esteemed. He translated also Virgil's Georgics, (1628, 
small 12mo,) and selected epigrams of Martial (1629, 
small 12mo) : besides which he wrote metrical histories 
of Henry IL (1633, 12mo,) and Edward IIL (1635, 
12mo,) a History of the Parliament, in prose, both Latin 
and English, and ^ve plays. 



[From « The Old Couple,'" 1658, 4to.] 

Dear, do not your fair beauty wrong, 
In thinking still you are too young ! 
The rose and lilies in your cheek 
Flourish, and no more ripeness seek. 

Your cherry lip, red, soft, and sweet, 
Proclaims such fruit for taste most meet ; 
Then lose no time ! for Love has wings. 
And flies away from aged things. 
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PATRICK HANNAY 

AppEAas to have served in a military capacity under Sir 
Andrew Gray, Knt., a colonel of foot, and general of 
artillery to the ELing of Bohemia. His " Happy Husband, 
with a Wife's Behaviour after Marriage," was printed in 
1619, and again, with " Philomela, the Nightingale," 
" Sheretine and Mariana," ** Elegies," " Songs and Son- 
nets," in 1622. These productions he describes to be the 
'* fruit of some hours he with the Muses spent." 



Amantium in amoris redintegratio est. 
C<ELirA jealous, lest I did 

In my heart affect another, 
Me her company forbid. 

Women cannot passion smother. 

The dearer love, the more disdain, 
When truth is with distrust requited . 

I vow'd (in anger) to abstain. 

She found her fault, and me invited. 

I came with intent to chide her, 
'Cause she had true love abus'd« 

Resolved never to abide her : 
Yet, her fault she so excus*d, 
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As it did me more entangle ; 

Telling " True love must have fears.'* — 
They ne'er lov'd that ne'er did wrangle ; 

Lovers' jars but love endears. 



SONG. 

" Servant, farewell ! " — Is this my hire ? 
Do ray deserts no more require ? 
No ! do not think to cheat me so ; 
I will have more yet ere you go. 

Thy lov'd idea I'll arrest, 
And it imprison in my breast : 
In sad conceit it there shall lie, 

My jealous love shall keep the key. 

• • • • 

Nor think it ever shall part thence, 
Or that I will with it dispense : 
Thy love alone can me avail, 
Thyself alone I'll take for bail. 
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[Extracted from " Philomela.**] 
* • • • 

The maple with a scarry skin 

Did spread broad pallid leaves ; 
The quaking aspin, light and thin, 
To th' air light passage gives ; 

Resembling still 

The trembling ill 
Of tongues of womankind, 

Which never rest, 

But still are prest 
To wave with every wind. 
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JOHN HAGTHORPE. 

A SMALL volume of his poems, consisting of ** Divine Me- 
ditations and Elegies," was published in 1622, and in the 
next year a second collection, which he calls " Visiones 
Rerum, the Vbions of Things." All of these bear testi- 
mony to his learning and piety, but hb subjects were too 
sublime for his genius. Of the anecdotes of his life I 
know nothing. 



On Time. 



Time ! I ever must coniplain 

Of thy crafl and cruel cunning ; 
Seeming fix'd here to remain, 
When thy feet are ever running : 
And thy plumes 
Still resumes 
Courses new, repose most shunning. 

Like calm winds thou passest by us ; 

Lin'd with feathers are thy feet ; 
Thy downy wings with silence fly us, 

Like the shadows of the night ; 
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Or the stream 
That no beam 
Of sharpest eye disoems to fleet. 

Therefore mortals all, deluded 

By thy grave and wrinkled fiice, 
In their judgments have ocmcluded 
That thy slow and snail-like pace 
Still doth bend 
To no end. 
But to an eternal race. 

Budding youth's vain blooming wit 
Thinks the spring shall ever last, 
And the gaudy flowers that sit 
On Flora's brow shall never taste 
Winter's scorn, 
Nor forlorn 
Bend their heads with chilling blast. 

Riper age expects to have 

Harvests of his proper toil, 
Times to give and to receive 

Seeds and fruits from fertile soil : 
But at length 
Doth his strength. 
Youth, and beauty, all recoil. 
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Cold December hope retains, 

That the spring, each thing reviving, 
Shall throughout his aged veins 

Pour fresh youth, past joys repriving : 
But thy scythe 
Ends his strife, 
And to Lethe sends him driving. 



VOL. III. 
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UNCERTAIN AUTHORS. 



[From Alison's " Hour's fiecnttion in Mosick,** 1606.] 
• • ♦ • 

In hope a king doth go to war ; 

In hope a lover lives full long ; 
In hope a merchant sails Ml far ; 

In hope just men do suffer wrong ; 
In hope the ploughman sows his seed : 
Thus hope helps thousands at their need : 
Then faint not, heart, among the rest ; 
Whatever chance, hope thou the best. 

Though Wit bids Will to blow retreat, 
Will cannot work as Wit could wish. 
When that the roach doth taste the bait, 

Too late to warn the hungry fish. 
When cities bum on fiery flame, 
Great rivers scarce may quench the^ same. 
If Will and Fancy be agreed, 
Too late for Wit to bid take heed. 
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[From WUbye^s " Second set of Madrigalefl/' 1609.] 

Love not me for comely grace, 
For my pleasing eye or face, 
Nor for any outward part, 
No, nor for my constant heart : 
For those may &il, or turn to ill. 
So thou and I shall sever ; 
Keep therefore a true woman's eye, 
And love me still, but know not why. 
So hast thou the same reason still 
To doat upon me ever. 



[From the same.] 

Draw on, sweet Night, best friend unto those cares 
That do arise from painful melancholy I 

My life so ill through want of comfort fares, 
That unto thee I consecrate it wholly. 

Sweet Night, draw on ! my griefs, when they be told 
To shades and darkness, find some ease from 
paining; 

And while thou all in silence dost infold, 

I then shall have best time for my complaining. 



k2 
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CFrom th« ssrae.] 

So light is Love, in matchless beautj shining, 
When she revisits Cyprus' hallow'd bowers, 

Two feeble doves, hamess'd in silken twining, 
Can draw her chariot 'midst the Paphian flowers. 

Lightness to Love how ill it fltteth, 

So heavy on my heart she sitteth. 



[From the same.] 

Happy, oh happy he who, not affecting 
The endless toils attending worldly cares, 

With mind repos'd, all discontents rejecting, 
In silent peace his way to heaven prepares ! 

Deeming his life a scene, the world a stage. 

Whereon man acts his weary pilgrimage. 



Hymens Eglogue between Admetus and Menalchas, 

[From " A New Spring, Shadowed in sundry Pithie Poems, signed 
Musophaus," 1619, 4to.] 

Menalchas, 

What makes Admetus sad ? — Whate'er it be. 
Some cause there is that thus hath alter'd thee ! 
Is it the loss of substance ? or of friends ? 
Or, thy content in discontentment ends ? 
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Is it some scruple in thy conscience, 

^hich unresolved, doth leave thee in suspense ? 

Is it, that thou thy long wish'd love should leese ? 

Admet. No, no, Menalchas, it is none of these ! 

Men. Thou art not sick ? 

AdmeU Nor sick, nor greatly well. 

Men, Where lies thy grief? 

Admet. My countenance can tell. 

Men. Smooth is thy brow! thy countenance fresh 

enough ! 
Admet. But cares have made my wreakful'mind as 

rough. 
Men. Of cares, Admetns? 
Admet. Yes, I have my share. 
Men. Yet hope of cure ! 
Admet. No hope of cure to care. 
Men. Nay, then I see, 'tis love that thee doth wring. 
Admet. Thou err'st, Menalchas, there is no such 

thing. 
Men. If neither loss of friends, nor loss of wealth, 
Want to enjoy thy love, nor want of health, 
If neither discontent, nor grief, do show 
Care in thy face, nor sorrow in thy brow, 
If thou be free, as we all know thee free, 
Engag'd to none, — what is it grieveth thee ? 
Admet. Wouldst know, Menalchas ? 
Men. Yes. 

Admet. I'll tell thee than : 
The case is alter'dl— I'm a married mak! 
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The Shrift. 

[From the same.] 
[This is inserted on account of the singularity of its versification.] 

A TIME there was, and divers there be yet 

Whose riper years can well remember it. 

When folks were shriven for sins they did commit, 

And had their absolution, as was fit ; 

'Mongst which, as one crime doth another get, 

Where hope of pardon doth authorize it, 

(For Virtues, turtle-like, do single sit. 

But th' troops of Vices still in squadrons meet,) 

A boon companion, to his liquor given, 

Came thither with his neighbours to be shriven. 

*' Stephen," quoth iriar, (for's Christian name wis 

Stephen,) 
'* What sins hast done to grieve the Lord of heaven? 
Speak freely, man ! and it is ten to seven 
But by due penance I will make all even. 
Confession is the way, when man is driven 
Into despair, that guides him unto heav^i." 

'* I have been drunk last day, and this day too, 

And may-be next day too for ought I know : 

Tell me then, holy friar^ directly, how 

Or in what sort I may my penance do ?" 

" Drunk ?" quoth the friar ; " now by the faith I owe, 

I know not what it means ! nor, as I trow, 
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Under confession had it e'er till now ! 

Yet come next day, thott's hear what thou shalt do/' 

Meanwhile, the friar would not neglect his time 
To know the secret of this drunken crime : 
Therefore hetime, ere four o'clock did chime, 
This profane practice grew to be divine ; 
For upsefreese * he drank from four to nine, 
So as each sense was steeped well in wine ; 
Yet still he k^ his 'rouse, till he in fine 
Grew extreme sick with hugging Bacchus' shrine. 

Upward and downward it did work so sore, 
As if his vital spirits could work no more. 
Or that he were arriving on the shore 
Where mortals must arrive ; but, rid of store 
That did oppress his stomach o'er and o'er, 
At last he got a nap upon the floor ; 
Which having tempered his brains, he swore 
To try conclusions with the pot no more. 

Stephen kept his steaven ', and, to the time he gave, 
Came to demand, what penance he should have ? 
"What penance?" quoth the friar ; "I'll tell thee, 

knave ! 
I think it fit this penance to receive. 

1 QiMBre. ■ Appointment. Sax. 
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Go and be drunk agam I for if it hare 
Tb' effect witb thee it bad witb me, I*d crave 
No sharper penance for the sinfiill'st slave : 
For soon it would possess me of my grave ! " 

• ♦ ♦ ♦ 



[stanzas.] 

[Extracted out of *♦ Alcilia, PhUopartlieii'B loving Folly," &c. 
By J. C. 1628, 4to, second edition.] 

• • • • 

What thing is Beauty, Native's dearest minion ? 

The snare of Youth ; like the inconstant moon, 
Waxing and waning ; error of opinion ; 

A morning's flower that withereth ere noon ; 
A swelling fruit, no sooner ripe than rotten^ 
Which sickness makes forlorn, and time forgotten. 



In looking back unto my follies past, 

While I the present with times past compare, 

And think how many hours I then did waste. 
Painting on clouds, and building in the air, 

I sigh within myself, and say in sadness, 

''This thing, which fools call love, is nought but 
madness." 
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How vain is youth, that, cross'd in his desire, 
Doth fret and fome, and inwardly repine. 

As though 'gainst heaven itself he would conspire, 
And with his frailty 'gainst his fiite combine : 

Who of itself continues constant still. 

And doth us good oil-times against our will. 



Thy laige smooth forehead wrinkled shall appear ; 

Vermihon hue to pa]e and wan shall turn ; 
Time shall deface what Youth hath held most dear ; 

Yea, those clear eyes, which once my heart did 
bum, 
Shall in their hollow circles lodge the night. 
And yield more cause of terror than delight, 

Lo, here the record of my follies past. 

The fruits of wit unstaid, and hours mis-spent ! 

Full wise is he that perils can forecast. 
And so by others' harms his own prevent. 

All worldly pleasure that delights the sense 

Is but a short sleep, and time's vain expence. 
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CHARLES L 

(1625 to 1649.) 

It is difficult to peruse the annals of this turbulent and 
calamitous reign, without feeling some astonishment at 
the contrast which is exhibited between their literary and 
their political character. It is true that the preceding 
reign, however inglorious to the monarch, and disgraceful 
to the military reputation of the country, had been highly 
fiivourable to the growth of our national wealth and 
prosperity, to the increase of comforts, and even of 
luxury, as well as to the diffusion of knowledge. 

The minds of men, continually irritated by the preten- 
sions, and emboldened by the weakness of the crown, had 
been habituated to discuss the most important interests 
of society ; and in the progress of the dispute under 
Charles I., every passion was awakened, and an enthusi- 
astic love of liberty was opposed to a spirit of loyalty 
almost equally enthusiastic. Such a period^ therefore, might 
reasonably be expected to be propitious to the growth of 
genius ; and we are not surprised that the scholastic 
pedantry of thd former age should have given place to a 
more rational and manly style, equally adapted to the 
sublime conceptions of Milton, to the various and spark- 
ling imagination of Cowley, and to the wit and sagacity of 
Butler. 

But it is very remarkable, that the general character- 
istics of the poetry composed during this period are such 
as indicate a very high degree of refinement ; a curious 
and elaborate selection of words and images, a nice arrange- 
ment of versification, and a tone of gallantry so easy and 
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playful, that we should suspect the writers of haTing 
formed their compositions amidst the peaceful splendour 
and liuLurj of Versailles, rather than at the court or in the 
camp of a prince, who passed from the throne to the 
scaffdd through a continued series of anxiet j and struggle. 

In fact, Charles I., though generally in embarrassed, 
and of^en in necessitous circumstances, was always the 
actiye and liberal patron of literature, as weU as of the 
fine arts, all of which be loved, and perfectly understood. 
"During the prosperous state of the king's affiurs," sajs 
Lord Orford, Hist. Paint, vol. ii. p. 147, ** the pleasures 
of the court were carried on with much taste and magni- 
ficence. Poetry, painting, music, and architecture, were 
all called in to make them rational amusements ; and I 
bave no doubt but the celebrated festivals of Louis XIV. 
were copied from the show* exhibited at WhiiehaU in its 
time THE MOST polite court in Europe. Ben Jonson was 
the laureat ; Inigo Jones, the inventor of the decorations ; 
Laniere and Ferabosco composed the symphonies ; the 
king, the queen, and the young nobility, danced in the in- 
terludes." Taste, and wit, and gaiety, disappeared during 
the subsequent reign of republicanism ; and the general 
gloom was seldom interrupted, except by the compo- 
sitions of a few cavaliers, who amused themselves by 
harassmg with ridicule the dull and insipid manners of 
their puritanical enemies. 

The reader will find in Bishop Percy's ^ Reliquea of 
ancient English Poetry,** (vol. ii. p. 338, fourth ed.) some 
verses by Charles I., which Lord Orford haa» rather too 
hastily, condemned as " most uncouth and unbarmonious," 
at the same time that he has recognized in them *' strong 
thoughts, some good sense, and a strain of majestic 
piety." 
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THOMAS CAREW, 

*' YouNGEB brother," says Wood, *'to Sir Matthew Carew, 
a g^at Royalist in the time of the Rebellion,*' of a Glou- 
cestershire family, but descended from an ancient one in 
Devonshire of the same name, was educated at Corpus 
Chrbti College, Oxford, though never matriculated. 
** Afterwards improving bis parts by travelling and con- 
versation with ingenious men in the metropolb," ** he was 
made gentleman of the privy chamber and sewer in ordi- 
nary to Charles I , who always esteemed him, to the last, 
one of the most celebrated wits in hb court." Mr. Head- 
ley, in his Biographical Sketches, p. 39, has very justly 
observed, that " Carew has the ease, without the pedantry 
of Waller, and perhaps less conceit. He reminds us of 
the best manner of Lord Lyttleton. Waller is too exclu- 
sively considered as the first man who brought versifica- 
tion to any thing like its present standard. Carew's pre- 
tensions to the same merit are seldom sufficiently eithei 
considered or allowed." Lord Clarendon, however, has re- 
marked of his poems, that, ** for the sharpness of the fancy, 
and the elegancy of the language in which that fiincy was 
spread, they were at least equal, if not superior, to any of 
that time. But his glory was that, ^l^er fifty ffean of his 
life spent with less severity or exactness than they ought 
to have been, he died with the greatest remorse for that 
license, and with the greatest manifestation of Christianity 
that his best friends could desire." 

Carew is generally supposed to have died young in 
1689, and I have therefore placed his birth about 1600, 
though, from the preceding passage from Clarendon, it 
seems probable that hig birth ought to be placed earlier. 
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or his death later. The earliest edition of his works that 
I have seen was printed in 1642, which, however, is called 
in the title the second edition. 



Sweetly breathing Vernal Air, 
That with kind warmth dost repair 
Winter's ruins ; from whose breast 
All the gnms and spice of th' east 
Borrow tfaeir perfumes ; whose eye 
Gilds the mom, and clears the sky ; 
Whose disheveird tresses shed 
Pearls upon the violet-bed ; 
On whose brow, with calm smiles drest. 
The halcyon sits, and builds her nest ; 
Beauty, youth, and endless spring, 
Dwell upon thy rosy wing ! 

Thou, if stormy Boreas throws 
Down whole forests when he blows. 
With a pregnant flowery birth 
Canst refresh the teeming earth. 
If he nip the early bud. 
If he blast what's fair or good, 
If he scatter our choice flowers. 
If he shake our halls or bow'ers. 
If his rude breath threaten us. 
Thou canst stroke great ^olus, 
And from him the grace obtain 
To bind him in an iron chain. 
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Persuasions to love, 

Thikk not, 'cause men flattering say, 
You're firesh as April, sweet as May, 
Bri^t as IS tke momuig star. 
That you are so ; or though yon are, 
Be not therefore pioud, and deem 
All men unworthy your esteem : 
For, heing so, you lose the pleasure 
Of being fiur, since that rich treasure 
Of rare beauty and sweet feature 
Was bestow'd on you by nature 
To be enjoy'd, and 'twere a sin 
There to be scarce, where she hath been 
So prodigal of her best graces : 
Thus common beauties, and mean fkees, 
Shall have more pastime, and enjoy 
The sport you lose by being coy. 
Did the thing for which I sue 
Only concern myself, not you ; 
Were men so fram'd as they alone 
Reap'd all the pleasure, women none ; 
Then had you reason to be scant ; 
But, 'twere a madness not to grant 
That which affords (if you consent) 
To you, the giver, more content, 
Than me, the beggar. Oh then be 
Kind to yourself, if not to me ! 
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Starve not younelf, because you may 
Thereby make me pine away : 
Nor let brittle beauty make 
You your wiser thoughts forsake f 
For that lovely face will fail : 
Beauty's sweet, but beauty's frail ; 
'Tis sooner past, 'tis sooner d<Mie, 
Than summer's rain or winter's sun ; 
Most fleeting, when it is most dear ; 
'Tis gone, while we but say 'tis here ! 
These curious locks, so aptly twin'd. 
Whose every hair and soul doth bind, 
Will change their auburn hue, and grow 
White and cold as winter's snow. 
That eye, which now is Cupid's nest, 
Will prove his grave ; and all the rest 
Will follow ; in the cheek, chin, nose, 
Nor lily shall be found, nor rose. 
And what will then become of all 
Those whom now you servants call ? 
Like swallows, when your summer's done, 
They'll fly, and seek some warmer sun. 
Then wisely choose one to your friend, 
Whose love may (when your beauties end) 
Remain still firm : be provident, 
And think before the summer's spent 
Of following winter : like the ant 
"In plenty hoard for time of scant. 
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Call oat, amongst the multttode 
Of Wen that seek to intrade 
Into your favour, one that may 
Love for an age, not for a day, 

* • • • 

For, when the storms of time have mov'd 

Waves on that cheek which was belov'd ; 

When a fair lady's face is pin'd, 

And yellow spread where red once shin'd ; 

When beauty, youth, and all sweets leave her, 

Love may return, but lover never ! 

And old folks say there are no pains 

Like itch of love in aged veins. 

Oh, love me then! and now begin it ; 

Let us not lose this present minute ! 

For time and age will work that wrack. 

Which time or age shall ne'er call back. 

The snake each year fresh skin resumes. 

And eagles change their aged plumes ; 

The faded rose each spring receives 

A fresh red tincture on her leaves : 

But if your beauties once decay. 

You never know a second May* 

O then be wise ! and whilst your season 

Affords you days for sport, do reason ! 

Spend not in vain your life's short hour, 

But crop in time your beauty's flower, 
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Which will away» and doth together 
Both bud and fiide, both blow and wither ! 



BONO. 

Persuasions to enjoy. 

If the quick spirits in your eye 

Now languish, and anon must die ; 

If every sweet, and every grace 

Must fly from that forsaken face ; 
Then, Celia, let us reap our joys 
Ere time such goodly firuit destroys. 

Or, if that golden fleece must grow 
For ever free from aged snow ; 
If those bright suns must know no shade, 
Nor your fresh beauties ever fade ; 

Then fear not, Celia, to bestow 

What, still being gathered, still must grow. 

Thus either Time his sickle brings 
In vain, or else in vain his wii^. 



Good Counsel to a young Maid, 

Wh£n you the sun-burnt pilgrim see, 
Fainting with thirst, haste to the springs; 

Mark how, at first, with bended knee 
He courts the crystal Nymphs, and flings 

VOL. III. t. 
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His body to the earth, where he 
Prostrate adores the flowing deity. 

But when his sweaty face is drench'd 
In her cool waves, when from her sweet 

Bosom his burning thirst is quench'd, 
Then mark how with disdainM feet 

He kicks her banks, and from the place 

That thus refreshed him moves with sullen pace. 

So shalt thou be despis'd, £ur maid, 

When by the sated lover tasted ! 
What first he did with tears invade 

Shall afterwards with scorn be wasted : 
When all thy virgin springs grow dry, 
When no streams shall be left but in thine eye. 



Disdain returned. 

He that loves a rosy cheek, 

Or a coral lip admires. 
Or from star-like eyes doth seek 

Fuel to maintain his fires, — 
As old Time makes these decay, 
So his flames must waste away. 

But a smooth and stedfast mind, 
Gentle thoughts, and calm desires, 
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Hearts with equal love combin'd, 

Kindle never-dying fires. 
Where these are not, I despise 
Lovely cheeks, or lips, or eyes. 

• * • • 



The Primrose, 

Ask me why I send you here 

This firstling of the infant year; 

Ask me why I send to you 

This primrose, all bepearPd with dew ; — 

I straight will whisper in your ears, 

The sweets of love are wash'd with tears. 

Ask me why this flower doth shew 

So yellow, green, and sickly too ; 

Ask me why the stalk is weak, 

And bending, yet it doth not break; — 

I must tell you, these discover 

What doubts and fears are in a lover. 



The Inquiry, 

Amongst the myrtles as I walk'd, 
Love and my sighs thus intertalk'd : 
"Tell me," said I in deep distress, 
" Where may I find my shepherdess t" 

I. 2 
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" Thou fool," 8idd LoTe, '< know'st thou not diis ? 

In every thing that's good she is. 

In yonder tulip go and seek* 

There thou may'st find her lip, her cheek : 

** In yon enamell'd pansy hy, 

There thou shalt have her curious eye : 

In bloom of peach, in rosy bud, 

There wave the streamers of her blood." 

" Tis true," said I; and thereup<m 
I went to pluck them one by one, 
To make of parts a union : 
But, on a sudden, all was gone. 

With that I stopt. Said Love, " These be. 
Fond man, resemblances of thee ; 
And, as these flowers,, thy. joys shall die, 
E'en in the twinkling of an eye.; 

And all thy hopes of her shall wither 
Like these short sweets thus knit together." 



SONO. 

Good Counsel to a ypung Maid. 

Gaze not on thy beauty's pride, 
Tender maid, in the false tide 
That from lovers' eyes doth slide ! 
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Let thy faithful crystal show 
How thy coloun come and go : 
Beauty takes a foil from wo. 

Love, that in those smooth streams lies, 
Under Pity's fair disguise, 
Will thy melting heart surprise. 

Nets, of passion's finest thread. 
Snaring poems, will he spread, 
All to catch thy maidenhead. 

Then, beware ! for those that cure 
Love's disease themselves endure 
For reward a calenture. 

Rather let the lover pine, 

Than his pale cheek should assign 

A perpetual blush to thine. 



Boldness in love. 

Mark how the bashful Mom in vain 
Courts the amorous Marigold 

With sighing blasts and weeping rain, 
Yet she refuses to unfold* 

But, when the planet of the day 

Approadieth with his powerful ray, 
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Then she spreads, then she receives 

His wanner beams into her viigin leaves. 

So shalt thou thrive in love, fond boy ! 

If thy tears and sighs discover 
Thy grief, thou never shalt enjoy 

The just reward of a bold lover. 
But, when with moving accents thou 
Shalt constant faith and service vow. 
Thy Celia shall receive those charms 
With open ears, and with unfolded arms. 



Ingrateful Beauty threatened^ 

Know, Celia, (since thou art so proud,) 
'Twas I that gave thee thy renown ! 

Thou hadst in the forgotten crowd 
Of common beauties liv*d unknown. 

Had not my verse exhaled thy name. 

And with it imp'd the wings of Fame. 

That killing power is none of thine ; 

I gave it to thy voice and eyes ; 
Thy sweets, thy graces, all are mine ; 

Thou art my star, shin'st in my skies. 
Then dart not from thy borrow 'd sphere 
Lightning on him that fix'd thee there. 
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Tempt me with such afirights no more, 

Lest what I made I uncreate ! 
Let fools thy mystic forms adore ; 

I'll know thee in thy mortal state. 
Wise poets, that wrapp'd Truth in tales» 
Knew her themselves through all her veils. 



SONG. 

To onCf whOf when I praised my Mistress* beauty, 
said I was blind. 

Wonder not though I am blind, 

For you must be 
Dark in your eyes, or in your mind, 

If, when you see 
Her face, you prove not blind, like me ! 
If the powerful beams that fly 

From her eye, 
And those amorous sweets that lie 
Scattered in each neighbouring part, 
Find a passage to your heart ; 
Then, you'll confess your mortal sight 
Too weak for such a glorious light. 
For, if her graces you discover. 
You grow, like me, a dazzled lover : 
But, if those beauties you not spy, 
Then are you blinder far than I. 
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V' 

SONG. 

Ask me no more where Jove bestows, 
When June is past, the &ding rose ; 
For, in your beauty's orient deep 
These flowers, as in their causes, sleep. 

Ask me no more whither do stray 
The golden atoms of the day ; 
For, in pure love, heaven did prepai^e 
Those powders to enrich your hair. 

Ask me no more whither dodi haste 
The m'ghdngale when May is past ; 
For in your sweet dividing throat 
She winters, and keeps warm her note. 

Ask me no more where those stars light 
That downwards fall in dead of night ; 
For in your eyes they sit, and there 
Fixed become as in their sphere. 

Ask me no more if east or west 
The Phoenix builds her spicy nest : 
For unto you at last she flies. 
And in your fragrant bosom dies. 
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Conquest bt^ flight 

Ladies, fly from Love's smooth tale ! 
Oaths steep'd in tears do oft prevail ; 
Grief is infectious, and the air 
Liflam'd with sighs will blast the fair. 
Then stop your ears when lovers cry ! 
Lest yourself weep when no soft eye 
Shall with a sorrowing tear repay 
That pity which you cast away. 

Young men, fly, when Beauty darts 
Amorous glances at your hearts ! 
The fixed mark gives the shooter aim ; 
And ladies' looks have power to maim, 
Now 'twixt their lips, now in their eyes, 
Wrapp'd in a smile or kiss, Love lies. — 
Then fly betimes ; for only they 
Conquer Love that run away. 



^ The second stanza of this song is also to he found in *^ Festum 
Voluptatis, or the Banquet of Pleasure,** hy S[amael] Pf ecke], 1639, 
4to. 
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DIALOOUS. 

[From a MS. in the poescttion of Mr. Malone.] 

Q. Tell me, Utrechia ^ (since my fate, 
And thy more powerM form decrees 
My heart an immolation at thy shrine, 
Where I am only * to incline,) 
How I must love, and at what rate ; 
By what despairs *, and what degrees, 
I may * my hopes enlarge, and my desires confine ? 

A. First, when thy flames hegin. 

See they bum all within ; 

And so, as lookers-on may not descry 

Smoke in a sigh, or sparkles ' in an eye. 

I would have had my * love a good while there, 

Ere thine own heart had been ' aware : 

And I myself would choose to know it. 

First, by thy care and cunning not to show it. 

Q. When my love is, your own way ', thus betray'd, 
Must it still be ^afraid? 
May it not be sharp-sighted then **, as well. 
And see you know " that which it durst " not tell, 

1 " Eutreda." » " it is ever." 

3 " And by what steps.'* * " shall." 
fl " sparkle." « " Yd have thy." 

7 " should be." ^ « flame thine own way is." 

» "be still." w "too." 

" " know thou know'st." ^ « dares." 
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And firom * that knowledge, hope ' it may 
Tell itself a louder way ? 

A. Let it * alone a while : 

And ' so, thou may'st beguile 

My heart, perhaps •, to a consent 

Long ere it meant. 

For whilst I dare not disapprove. 

Lest I ^ betray a knowledge of thy love, 

I shall be so accustomed to allow, 

That I shall scarce ' know how 

To be displeased when thou shalt it avow. 

Q. When, by love's powerful • silent sympathy. 
Our souls are got thus nigh. 
And that, by one another seen, 
They need " no breath to go between, 
Though in the main agreement of our breasts 
Only " our hearts subscribe as interests ; 
Yet, it will" need 
Our tongues' " sign too, as witness to the deed. 

A. Speak then : but when you whisper out" the tale 
Of what you ail. 



i"by." »"fiiidr 


8 " itself o*er." 


4 "me." 6 "For." 


« "perhaps" is wanting. 


7 "that." 8 "not." 


» " powerful secret." 


10 « There needs." 


11 " Only" is wanting. 


w "Will it not." 


13 " The tongue's." 


14 "tell." 
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Let it be SO disorder'd, that I may 

Guess only thence what you would say. 

Then, to be able * to speak sense 

Were an offence : 

And, 'twill thy passion tell the subtlest way, 

Not to know what to say. 

■ '* to be able*" wanting. 

N.B. The variations in the notes are firom a copj printed in tbe 
works of Sir R. Fansbaw, who translated this dialogue into Lstin 
hexameters. 
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WILLIAM STRODE 

Was born about 1600, and died in 1644. He became 
D.D. and canon of Chriat-Church, haying aenred the 
offices of proctor and pttblic orator to the UniYersity, and 
bad the reputation of being a good preacher, au exquiaite 
speaker, and an eminent poet. 

The following specimens are extracted from a miscel- 
lany called ** Wit restored," 1658, l2mo. 



Answer to " The Lover's Melancholy" 
[Vide p. 55 of this Toluine.] 

Return, my joys ! and hither bring 
A tongue not made to speak, but sing, 
A jolly spleen, an inward feast, 
A causeless laugh without a jest, 
A face which gladness doth anoint, 
An arm, for joy, flung out of joint, 
A spriteful gait that leaves no print, 
And makes a feather of a flint, 
A heart that's lighter than the air. 
An eye still dancing in its sphere. 
Strong mirth which nothing shall control, 
A body nimbler than a soul, 
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Free wandering thoughts, not tied to muse, 
Which, thinking all things, nothing choose, 
Which, ere we see them come, are gone ; — 
These life itself doth feed upon. 

Then take no care but only to be jolly : 
To be more wretched than we must, is folly. 



SONO. 

In Commendation of Music. 
When whispering strains do softly steal 

With creeping passion through the heart. 
And when at every touch we feel 
Our pulses beat, and bear a part ; 
When threads can make 
A heart-string quake ; — 
Philosophy 
Can scarce deny, 

The soul consists * of harmony. 

• • » » 

Oh, lull me, lull ' me, charming air. 
My senses rock'd ' with wonder sweet ! 

Like snow on * wool thy fallings are, 
Soft like a spirit are thy feet. 

' " Our souls consist/* 2 " Lull, lull, lull.' 
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Grief* who need* fear 
That hath an ear? 
Down let him lie, 
And slumbering die, 
And change his soul for harmony. 

i^Grieft." »"iie«d».'* 

N.B. The YariAtionB in the text of this song are taken from a 
copy in Bishop Sancroft^s MS. collection of poetry in the Bodleian 
library, dated 1647, to which Strode^s name is subjoined. The 
printed copy is anonymous. 
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ROBERT GOMERSALL 

Was born in 1600, and in 1614 sent to Christ-Church, 
Oxford, where he was afterwards made a student. Having 
taken the degree of A.M. and entered into orders, he be- 
came a celebrated preacher, and published seyerai ser- 
mons (vide Wood's Ath. vol. i. p. 598). He wrote '* The 
Levite*s Revenge, containing Poeticall Meditations upon 
the nineteenth and twentieth chapters of Judges " (a sort 
of heroic poem), 1628, and *' The Tragedie of Lodovick 
Sforza, Duke of Millan.** Both were reprinted with a few 
occasional verses in 1633, 12mo. 



Upon our vain Flattery of Ourselves^ that the stic- 
ceeding Times will he better than the former. 

How we dally out our days ! 
How we seek a thousand ways 
To find death ! the which, if none 
We sought out, would show us one. 



Never was there morning yet 

Sweet as is the violet 

Which man's folly did not soon 

Wish to be expir'd in noon ; 

As though such an haste did tend 

To our bliss, and not our end. 
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Nay, the young ones in the nest 
Suck this folly from the breast ; 
And no stammering ape but can 
Spoil a prayer to be a man. 

But suppose that he is heard. 
By the sprouting of his beard, 
And he hath what he doth seek. 
The soft clothing of the cheek, 
Would he yet stay here ? — or be 
Fix'd in this maturity ? — 

Sooner shall the wandering star 
Learn what rest and quiet are : 
Sooner shall the slippery rill 
Leave his motion and stand still. 

Be it joy, or be it sorrow. 
We refer all to the morrow ; 
That, we think, will ease our pain ; 
That, we do suppose again, 
Will increase our joy ; and so 
Events, the which we cannot know, 
We magnify, and are (in sum) 
Enamour'd of the time to come. 

Well, the next day comes, and then 
Another next, and so to ten, 

VOL. III. M 
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To twenty we arrive, and find 
No more before us than behind 
Of solid joy ; and yet haste on 
To our consummation ; 

• • • • 

(Till the forehead of);en have 
The remembrance of a grave ;) 
And, at last, of life bereav'd^ 
Die unhappy and deceived. 
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SIR KENELM DIGBY. 

This celebrated English philosopher was born in 1603, 
and entered a commoner at Gloucester Hall, Oxford, in 
1618, where he remained two years, and was pronounced 
" the Mirandula of his age." The succeeding events of 
his life are to be found in all our biographical dictionaries. 
He died at his house in Coyent Garden in 1665, having 
been a conyert to popery for the last twenty years of his 
life. His works are carefully enumerated by Wood, (Ath. 
yol. ii. p. 351,) who calls him the ** magazine of all arts.** 
The poem from which the following lines are extracted 
is attributed to him in a mbcellany called " Wit's Inter- 
preter," 1671, though it is elsewhere ascribed to Sir H. 
Wotton, under whose name it is printed in Mr. Headley's 
collection* 



Fame, honour, beauty, state, trains, blood, and birth, 
Are but the fading blossoms of the earth. 
I would be great ; but that the sun doth still 
Level his rays against the rising hill. 
I would be high ; but see the proudest oak 
More subject to the rending thunder-stroke. 
I would be rich ; but see men, too unkind. 
Dig out the bowels of the richest mine. 
I would be wise ; but that the fox I see 
Suspected guilty, whilst the ass goes free. 
m2 
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I would be fair ; but see that champion proud, 
The bright sun, often setting in a cloud, 
I would be poor ; but see the humble grass 
Trampled upon by each unworthy ass. 
Rich, hated ; wise, suspected ; scom*d, if poor ; 

Great, fear'd ; fair, tempted ; high, still envied more. 

• ••••• 
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JASPER MAYNE 

Was bom in 1604, entered a servitor at Christ Church 
1623, afterwards chosen student, and made D.D. 1646, as 
a reward, says Wood (Ath. toI. ii. p. 507), for having 
preached before the king and his parliament at Oxford, 
earlj in the rebellion. He was much admired on account 
of his learning, his wit, and his loyalty ; in consequence of 
which he was promoted after the restoration to a canonry 
of Christ Church, and to the archdeaconry of Chichester. 
He died in 1672. In his youth he composed two plays, 
viz., "The City Match," 1689; and "The Amorous 
War," 1648 ; both reprinted in 1659, 8vo, Oxford. From 
the latter the following specimen is extracted. 



SONG, 

Time is a feather'd thing, 

And, whilst I praise 

The sparklings of thy looks, and call them rays, 
Takes wing; 

Leaving behind him, as he flies, 
An unperceived dinmess in thine eyes. 

His minutes, whilst they're told, 
Do make us old. 

And every sand of his fleet glass, 
Increasing age as it doth pass. 
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Insensibly sows wrinkles there 
Where flowers and roses do appear. 

Whilst we do speak, our fire 
Doth into ice expire ; 
Flames turn to frost» 

And, ere we can 

Know how our crow turns swan. 

Or how a silver snow 

Springs there where jet did grow, 
Our fading spring is in dull winter lost. 
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• SIR WILLIAM D'AVENANT 

Was son of " a sufRcient vintner" in the city of Oxford, 
of which he was mayor, bom in 1605, sent to Lincoln 
College about 1621, and terminated a life of the most 
astonishing activity in 1668, in the sixty-fourth year of his 
age. For the history of this ingenious and singular man, 
— ^who ** was by turns a soldier, a projector, a manager, 
an envoy, and a wit ;" whose careless intrepidity no dan- 
gers could disturb ; who began an epic poem in exile, 
interrupted it for the purpose of settling a colony in Viru 
ginia, and then calmly continued it in prison, and under 
condemnation ; and who, while still under proscription 
by the fanatics, undertook the conduct of a theatre in the 
centre of fanaticism ; — ^the reader is referred to Wood's 
Athens ; Mr. Headley's biographical sketches ; and Dr. 
Anderson's account, prefixed to a selection from his works, 
in " The Poets of Great Britain.^ His life is also written 
very much at large in the " Biographia Dramatica," where 
it is followed by a list of his dramatic pieces, twenty-five 
in number, which appeared between 1629 and 1674. His 
works, published at various times, consisting of *' Gondi- 
bert," " Madagascar," several small poems, and sixteen 
plays, were printed in 1673, in a large volume folio. 



The Dream. 
[From 26 stanzaa.] 



No victor, when in battle spent, 
When he at night asleep doth lie 
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Rich in a conquered monarch's tent. 
E'er had so vain a dream as I. 

Methought I saw the earliest shade. 

And sweetest that the spring can spread, 

Of jasmin, briar, and woodbine made ; 
And there I saw Clorinda dead. 

Though dead she lay, yet could I see 
No cypress, nor no mourning, yew. 

Nor yet the injur'd lover's tree ; 
No willow near her coffin grew : 

But all show'd unconcem'd to be, 
As if just Nature there did strive 

To seem as pitiless as she 
Was to her lover when alive. 

And now, methought, I lost all care 
In losing her ; and was as free 

As birds let loose into the air, 
Or rivers that are got to sea. 

Yet soon, now from my princess free, 
I rather frantic grew than glad ; 

For subjects, getting liberty, 
Get but a license to be mad. 
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Birds that are long in cages aw'd, 

If they get out, a while will roam ; 
But straight want skill to live abroad, 

Then pine, and hover near their home. 

And to the ocean rivers run, 

From being pent in banks of flowers ; 

Not knowing that th' exhaling sun 

Will send them back in weeping showers. 

Soon thus, for pride of liberty, 

I low desires of bondage found; 
And vanity of being free 

Bred the discretion to be bound. 

But as dull subjects see too late 

Their safety in monarchal reign, 
Finding their freedom in a state 

Is but proud strutting in a chain ; 

Then, growing wiser when undone, 

In winter's nights sad stories sing 
In praise of monarchs long since gone, 

To whom their bells they yearly ring : 

So now I moum'd that she was dead 
Whose single power did govern me ; 

And quickly was by reason led 
To find the harm of liberty. 
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My soul, in sleep's soft fetters bound. 
Did now for vital freedom strive ; 

And straight, by horror wak'd, I found 
The &ir Clorinda still alive. 

Yet she's to me but such a light 
As are the stars to those who know 

We can at most but guess their height, 
And hope they mind us here below. 



The Mistress. 



When Nature heard men thought her old, 
Her skill in beauteous forms decay'd, 

Her eyes grown dim, and fingers cold; 
Then to her poet thus she said : 

** Catch, as it falls, the Scythian snow, 
Bring blushing roses steep*d in milk. 

From early meadows scent and show, 
And from the Persian worm her silk. 

** Fetch from the east the morning's breath. 
And from the Phoenix gums and spice. 

Such as she culls, when at her death 
The world does smell her sacrifice." 

Nature of these a mistress made ; 
But would have form'd a lover too; 
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And such as might this nymph persuade 
To all that love for love should do. 

This second work she well began 
With leisure, and by slow degrees ; 

But found it hard to make a man 

That could so choice a beauty please. 

She wrought, and wrought, and then gave o'er ; 

Then did another model try ; 
But, less contented than before, 

She laid the work for ever by. 

I ask'd the cause ; and straight she said, 

" *Tis very possible, I find, 
To match the body which I made ; 

But I can never fit her mind* 

^* For that stiU various seems and strange ; 

And since all lovers various be. 
And apt as mistresses to change, 

I cannot make my work agree. 

'' Now sexes meet not by design, 

When they the world's chief work advance, 
But in the dark they sometimes join. 

As wandering atoms meet by chance." 

« « • * 
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EDMOND WALLER 

Was bom in 1605, and died in 1687. 



BONO. 

CuLoais, ^rewell ! I now must go : 
For, if with diee I longer stay, 

Thy eyes prevail upon me so, 

I shall prove blind and lose my way. 

Fame of thy beauty, and thy youth, 
Among the rest me hither brought : 

Finding this £une fall short of truth 
Made me stay longer than I thought. 

For I'm engag'd by word and oath 
A servant to another's wiU : 

Yet for thy love I'd forfeit both. 
Could I be sure to keep it still. 

But what assurance can I take, 

When thou, fore-knowing this abuse, 

For some more worthy lover's sake, 
May'st leave me with so just excuse? 
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For thou may'st say, 'twas not thy fault 
That thou didst thus inconstant prove, 

Being by my example taught 

To break thy oath, to mend thy love. 

No, Chloris, no ! I will return, 

And raise thy story to that height, 
That strangers shall at distance bum. 

And she distrust me reprobate. 

Then shall my love this doubt displace, 
And gain such trust, that I may come 

And banquet sometimes on thy face. 
But make my constant meals at home. 



0/ Sylvia. 

Our sighs are heard ; just heaven declares 
The sense it has of lovers' cares. 
She that so £ai the rest outshin'd, 
Sylvia, the fair, while she was kind. 
As if her firowns impaired her brow, 
Seems only not unhandsome now. 
So when the sky makes us endure 
A storm, itself becomes obscure. 

Hence 'tis that I conceal my flame, 
Hiding from Flavians self her name ; 
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Lest she, provoking heaven, should prove 

How it rewards n^lected love. 

Better a thousand such as I, 

Their grief untold, should pine and die, 
Than her bright morning, overcast 
With sullen clouds, should be de&c'd. 



Of Love, 

Anoer in hasty words or blows 
Itself discharges on our foes ; 
And sorrow, too, finds some relief 
In tears, which wait upon our grief. 
So every passion, but fond love. 
Unto its own redress does move : 
But that alone the wretch inclines 
To what prevents his own designs ; 
Makes him lament, and sigh, and weep, 
Disorder*d, tremble, £iwn, and creep ; 
Postures which render him despis'd. 
Where he endeavours to be priz'd. 
For, women, bom to be controlled. 
Stoop to the forward and the bold. 
Affect the haughty and the proud, 
The gay, the frolic, and the loud. 
Who first the generous steed opprest. 
Not kneeling did salute the beast. 
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But with high courage, h'fe, and force, 
Approaching, tam'd th' unruly horse. 

Unwisely we the wiser east 
Pity, supposing them opprest 
With tyrant's force, whose law is will. 
By which they govern, spoil, and kill : 
Each nymph, but moderately fair, 
Commands with no less rigour here. 
Shoidd some brave Turk, that walks among 
His twenty lasses, bright and young, 
And beckons to the willing dame 
Preferred to quench his present flame, 
Behold as many gallants here 
With modest guise and silent fear 
All to one female idol bend, 
Whilst her high pride does scarce descend 
To mark their follies, he would swear 
That these her guard of eunuchs were ; 
And that a more majestic queen. 
Or humbler slaves, he had not i 



All this with indignation spoke. 
In vain I struggled with the yoke 
Of mighty Love : that conquering look. 
When next beheld, like lightning strook 
My blasted soul, and made me bow 
Lower than those I pitied now. 
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So the tall stag, upon the brink 
Of some smooth stream about to drink, 
Surveying there his armed head, 
With shame remembers that he fled 
The scorned dogs ; resolves to try 
The combat next ; but if their cry 
Invades again his trembling ear, 
He straight resumes his wonted care, 
Leaves the untasted spring behind, 
And, wing'd with fear, outflies the wind. 



SONG. 

Go, lovely Rose ! 
Tell her that wastes her time and me. 

That now she knows, 
When I resemble her to thee, 
How sweet and fair she seems to be. 

Tell her diat's young. 
And shuns to have her graces spied. 

That, hadst thou sprung 
In desarts where no men abide. 
Thou must have uncommended died. 

Small is the worth 
Of beauty firom the light retir'd : 
Bid her come forth. 
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Suffer herself to be desir'd, 
And not blush so to be admir'd. 

Then die ! that she 
The common £sLte of all things rare 

May read in thee ; 
How small a part of time they share 
That are so wondrous sweet and fair ! 



To Phillis. 



Phillis, why should we delay 
Pleasures shorter than the day ? 
Could we (which we never can) 
Stretch our lives beyond their span, 
Beauty like a shadow flies, 
And our Youth before us dies. 
Or would Youth and Beauty stay, 
Love has wings, and will away. 
Love has swifter wings than Time ; 
Change in love to heaven does climb : 
Gods, that never change their state. 
Vary oft their love and hate. 
Phillis, to this truth we owe 
All the love betwixt us two. 
Let not you and I require 
W)iat has been our past desire ; 

vol. III. N 
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On what shepherds you have smil'd. 
Or what nymphs I have beguird. 
Leave it to the planets too 
What we shall hereafter do : 
For the joys we now may prove 
Take advice of present Love^ 



On a Girdle. 



That which her slender waist confin'd 
Shall now my joyful temples bind : 
No monarch but would give his crown, 
His arms might do what this has done. 

It was my heaven's extremest sphere, 
The pale which held that lovely deer : 
My joy, my grief, my hope, my love, 
Did all within this circle move ! 

A narrow compass ! and yet there 
Dwelt all that's good, and all that's fair : 
Give me but what this ribbon bound ; 
Take all the rest the sun goes round. 



To the mutable Fair. 

Here, Cselia, for thy sake I part 
With all that grew so near my heart ; 
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The passion that I had for thee, 
The feith, the love, the constancy: 
And, that I may successful prove, 
Transform myself to what you love ! 

Fool that I was ! so much to prize 
Those simple virtues you despise ! 
Fool ! that with such dull arrows strove. 
Or hop'd to reach a flying dove ! 
For you, that are in motion stiU, 
Decline our force, and mock our skill, 
Who, like Don Quixote, do advance 
Against a windmill our vain lance. 

Now will I wander through the air, 
Mount, make a stoop at every fair. 
And, with a fancy unconfin'd. 
As lawless as the sea or wind. 
Pursue you wheresoever you fly, 
And with your various thoughts comply. 

The formal stars do travel so 
As we their names and courses £now ; 
And he that on their changes looks, 
Would think them govem'd hy our books. 
But never were the clouds reduced 
To any art : the motion us'd 
By those free vapours is so light, 
So frequent, that the conquered sight 
n2 
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Despairs to find the rules that guide 
Those gilded shadows as they slide. 
And therefore of the spacious air 
Joye*s royal consort had the care ; 
And by that power did once escape, 
Declining bold Ixion's rape : 
She with her own resemblance grac'd 
A shining cloud, which he embrac*d. 

Such was that image, so it smil'd 
With seeming kindness, which beguiPd 
Your Thyrsis lately, when he thought 
He had his fleeting Caelia caught ; 
*Twas shaped like her, but for the fair 
He fiird his arms with yielding air. 

A fate for which he grieves the less, 
Because the gods had like success. 
For in their story, one, we see, 
Pursues a nymph, and takes a tree. 
A second with a lover's haste 
Soon overtakes whom he had chas'd; 
But she that did a virgin seem. 
Possessed, appears a wandering stream. 
For his supposed love, a third 
Lays greedy hold upon a bird. 
And stands amaz'd to find his dear 
A wild inhabitant of th' air. 



dbyGoogk 



EDMOND WALLER. 181 

To these old tales such nymphs as you 
Give credit, and still make them new. 
The amorous now like wonders find 
In the swifl: changes of your mind. 

But, CsBlia, if you apprehend 
The Muse of your incensed friend, 
Nor would that he record your blame, 
And make it live ; — repeat the same : 
Again deceive him, and again, 
And then he swears he*ll not complain. 
For still to be deluded so 
Is all the pleasure lovers know ; 
Who, like good falconers, take delight 
Not in the quarry, but the flight. 



To a Lady in a Garden, 

Sees not my love how Time resumes 
The glory which he lent these flowers ? 

Though none should taste of their perfumes. 
Yet must they live but some few hours. 
Time what we forbear devours. 

Had Helen, or th' Egyptian queen, 
Been ne'er so thrifty of their graces. 

Those beauties must at length have been 
The spoil of Age, which finds out &ces 
In the most retired places. 
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Should some malignant planet bring 
A barren drought or ceaseless shower 

Upon the autumn or the springs 

And spare us neither fruit nor flower ; 
Winter would not stay an hour. 

Could the resolve of love's neglect 
Preserve you from the violation 

Of coming years ; then^ more respect 
Were due to so divine a fashion ; 
Nor would I indulge my passion. 



Of English Verse. 

Poets may boast, as safely vain, 
Their works shall with the world remain : 
Both bound together, live or die, 
The verses and the prophecy. 

But who can hope his lines should long 
Last in a daily-changing tongue ? 
While they are new, envy prevails. 
And as that dies, our language fails. 

When architects have done their part. 
The matter may betray their art : 
Time, if we use ill-chosen stone, 
Sochi brings a well-built palace down. 
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Poets, that lasting marble seek, 
Must carve in Latin or in Greek : 
We write in sand ; our language grows, 
And, like the tide, our work overflows. 

Chaucer his sense can only boast, 
The glory of his numbers lost ! 
Years have defac'd his matchless strain, 
And yet he did not sing in vain. 

The beauties which adom'd that age, 
The shining subjects of his rage, 
Hoping they should immortal prove. 
Rewarded with success his love. 

This was the generous poet's scope. 
And all an English pen can hope. 
To make the fair approve his flame. 
That can so far extend their fame. 

Verse, thus design'd, has no ill fate. 
If it arrive but at the date 
Of fading beauty ; if it prove 
But as long-liv'd as present love. 



dbyGoogk 



184 RSION OP CHARLES I. 

80N0. 

While I listen to thy voice, 
Chloris, I feel my life decay : 

That powerful noise 

Calls my flitting soul away. 

Oh ! suppress that magic sound. 

Which destroys without a wound ! 

Peace, Chloris, peace ! or singing die, 
That together you and I 

To heaven may go : 

For all we know 
Of what the blessed do above. 
Is that they sing, and that they love. 



dbyGoogk 



185 



WILLIAM HABINGTON 

Was born in 1605, of a Roman Catholic family, in Wor- 
cestershire, and educated at Paris and St. Omer's. His 
literary accomplishments, and particularly his historical 
knowledge, recommended him to the favour of Charles I., 
at whose command he composed his ** History of Edward 
IV." folio, 1640, in which, Wood says, his father, Thomas 
Habington, had a considerable hand. He also wrote 
" Obsenrations upon History,** Syo, 1641 ; a tragi-comedy. 
called "The Queene of Arragon,** folio, 1640; and a 
small volume of lovcopoems, under the title of" Castara ;* 
(second ed. 16S5, third ed. corrected and augmented, 
1640,) remarkable for their unaffected tenderness and 
moral merit. These were addressed to Lucia, daughter 
of Lord Powis, whom he afterwards married. He died 
in 1654. 



80N0. 
[From " The Queene of Amgon.*'] 

FiKE young folly, though you were 
That fair beauty I did swear, 

Yet you ne'er could reach my heart ; 
For we courtiers learn at school 
Only with your sex to fool ; — 

You're not worth the serious part. 
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When I sigh and kiss your hand, 
Cross my arms, and wondering stand, 

Holding parley with your eye ; 
Then dilate on my desires, 
Swear the sun ne'er shot such fires ; — 

All is but a handsome lie. 

When I eye your curl or lace, 
Gentle soul, you think your face 

Straight some murder doth commit ; 
And your virtue doth begin 
To grow scrupulous of my sin ; — 

When I talk to show my wit. 

Therefore, Madam, wear no cloud, 
Nor to check my love grow proud, 

For, in sooth, I much do doubt 
*Tis the powder in your hair, 
Not your breath, perfumes the air ; 

And your clothes that set you out. 

Yet though truth has this confessed, 
And I vow, I love in jest; 

When I next begin to court, 
And protest an amorous flame. 
You'll swear I in earnest am :— 

Bedlam ! this is pretty sport. 
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SONG. 
[From the same.] 

Not the Phoenix in his death, 

Nor those banks where violets grow, 

And Arabian winds still blow, 
Yield a perfume like her breath : 

But, oh ! marriage makes the spell, 

And 'ds poison if I smell* 

The twin beauties of the skies, 

(When the half-sunk sailors haste 

To rend sail and cut their mast) 
Shine not welcome as her eyes : 

But those beams, than storms more black, 

If they point at me, I wrack. 

Then for fear of such a fire. 

Which kills worse than the long night 

Which benumbs the Muscovite, 
I must from my life retire. 

But, oh no ! for if her eye 

Warm me not, I freeze and die. 



The description of Castara, 

Like the violet, which alone 
Prospers in some happy shade. 



dbyGoogk 



188 REIGN OF CHARLES I. 

My Castara lives unknown, 

To no looser eye betrayed. 
For she's to herself untrue 
Who delights i' th' public view. 

Such is her beauty, as no arts 

Have enrich'd with borrow*d grace ; 

Her high birth no pride imparts, 
For she blushes in her place. 

Folly boasts a glorious blood : — 

She is noblest, being good. 



She her throne makes Reason climb, 
While wild Passions captive lie ; 

And, each article of time, 

Her pure thoughts to heaven fly. 

All her vows religious be. 

And her love she vows to me. 



Of True Delight. 

Why doth the ear so tempt the voice 
That cunningly divides the air ? 

Why doth the palate buy the choice 
Delights o' th' sea t' enrich her fare ? 
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As soon as I my ear obey, 

The echo's lost e'en with the breath ; 
And when the sewer takes away, 

I*m left with no more taste than death. 

Be curious in pursuit of eyes, 

To procreate new loves with thine ; 

Satiety makes sense despise 

What superstition thought divine. 

Quick fancy how it mocks delight ! 

As we conceive things are not such : 
The glow-worm is as warm as bright, 

Till the deceitfid flame we touch. 



The rose yields her sweet blandishment. 
Lost in the folds of lovers' wreaths : 

The violet enchants the scent, 

When early in the spring she breathes. 

But winter comes, and makes each flower 
Shrink from the pillow where it grows ; 

Or an intruding cold hath power 
To scorn the perfume of the rose. 

Our senses, like false glasses, show 

Smooth beauty where brows wrinkled are. 

And make the cozen'd fancy glow : 
Chaste Virtue's only true and fair. 
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To Castara, 

Give me a heart, where do impure 

Disorder'd passions rage, 
Which jealousy doth not obscure, 

Nor vanity t* expence engage ; 
Nor woo*d to madness by quaint oaths, 
Or the line rhetoric of clothes ; 

Which not the softness of the age 
To vice or folly doth decline : 
Give me that heart, Castara ! — for 'tis thine. 

Take thou a heart, where no new look 

Provokes new appetite ; 
With no fresh charm of beauty took. 

Or wanton stratagem of wit ; 
Not idly wandering here and there, 
Led by an amorous eye or ear. 
Aiming each beauteous mark to hit ; 

Which virtue doth to one confine ; 
Take thou that heart, Castara! — for 'tis mine. 
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THOMAS RANDOLPH, 

Son of the steward to Edward Lord Zonch, was bom in 
Northamptonshire, 1605, educated on the foundation of 
Westminster, and in 1623 sent to Trinity College, Cam- 
bridge, of which he afterwards became fellow. Haying 
taken the degree of A.M. he was admitted ad eundem at 
Oxford, and '* became," says Wood, "famous for his inge- 
nuity, an adopted son of Ben Jonson, and accounted one 
of the most pregnant wits of his age." He died in his 
twenty-ninth year, 1634, coming to an untimely end, ac- 
cording to the authority just quoted, '* by indulging him^ 
self too much with the Uberal conversation of his admirers ; 
a thing incident to poets," Langbaine tells us, he was " too 
much addicted to the principles of his predecessor Aris- 
tippus, pleasure and contempt of wealth." 

He left six plays behind him, five of which are to be 
found in the collection of his poems published by his bro- 
ther after his death, 12mo, 1640, and several times after- 
wards : the fifth edition, in 1664, professing to be much 
enlarged and corrected. See a high character of these, 
particularly ** The Muses' Looking-glass," in Langbaine, 
and the Biogpraphia Dramatica. The former allows Ran- 
dolph, what he grants to yery few, the praise of origina- 
lity ; and Phillips observes, that "the quick conceit and 
clear poetic fancy discovered in his extant poems, seemed 
to promise something extraordinary." Vide also the 
Biographia Britannica. 
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ODE 

To Mr, Anthony Stafford^ 1c hasten him into the 
Country. 

Come, spur away ! 

I have no patience for a longer stay ; 

But must go down 

And leave the chargeable noise of this great town. 
I will the country see, 
Where old Simplicity, 

Though hid in grey, 

Doth look more gay 
Than Foppery in plush and scarlet clad. 

Farewell, you city wits, that are 

Almost at civil war ! 
'Tis time that I grow wise when all the world grows 
mad. 

More of my days 

I will not spend to gain an idiot's praise : 
Or to make sport 

For some slight puny of the inns of court. 

Then, worthy Stafford, say, 

How shall we spend the day, 

With what delights 

Shorten the nights, 
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When from this tumult we are got secure ? 

Where Mirth with all her freedom goes, 

Yet shall no finger lose, 
Where every word is thought, and every thought is 
pure. 

There, from the tree 

We'll cherries pluck, and pick the strawberry ; 
And every day 

Go see the wholesome country-girls make hay : 
Whose Jbrown hath lovelier grace 
Than any painted face 
That I do know 
Hyde Park can show ; 
Where I had rather gain a kiss, than meet 
(Though some of them in greater state, 
Might court my love with plate) 
The beauties of the Cheap, and wives of Lombard- 
street. 

But think upon 

Some other pleasures ; these to me are none. 
Why do I prate 

Of women, that are things against my fate ? 
I never mean to wed 
That torture to my bed. 
My Muse is she 
My love shall be. 
Let clowns get wealth and heirs ! — When I am gone, 
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And the great bugbear, grisly Death, 
Shall take this idle iHreath, 
If I a poem leave, that poem is my son. 

Of this no more — 

Well rather taste the bright Pomona's store : 
No fruit shall 'scape 

Our palates, from the damson to the grape. 
Then full, we'll seek a shade, 
And hear what music's- made ; 

How Philomel 

Her tale doth tell. 

And how the other birds do fill the quire ; 

The thrush and blackbird lend their throats. 

Warbling melodious notes. 
We will all sports enjoy, which others but desire. 

Ours is the sky, 

Where at what fowl we please our hawk shaU fly. 
Nor will we spare 

To hunt the crafty fox, or timorous hare ; 
But let our hounds run loose 
In any ground they'll choose: 

The buck shall fall, 

The stag and all : 
Our pleasures must from their own warrants be. 

For to my Muse, if not to me, 

I'm sure aU game is free ; 
Heaven, earth, are all but parts of her great royalty. 
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And when we mean 

To taste of Bacchus' blessings now and then, 
And drink by stealth 
A cup or two to noble Barkley's health, 
I'll take my pipe and try 
The Phrygian melody, 

Which he that hears 

Lets through his ears 
A madness to distemper all the brain. 

Then I another pipe will take, 

And Doric music make 
To civilize with graver notes our wits again. 



EPITHALAMIUM. 



Muse, be a bridemaid ! dost not hear 
How honoured Hunt and his fair Deer 
This day prepare their wedding cheer ? 

The swiftest of thy pinions take, 
And hence a sudden journey make 
To help 'em break their bridal cake. 

Haste then to church ; tell them, Love says. 
Religion breeds but fond delays 
To lengthen out the tedious days. 
o2 
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Chide the slow priest, that so goes on 
As if he fear'd he should have done 
His sermon ere the glass be run : 

Bid him post o'er his words as fast 
As if himself were now to taste 
The pleasure of so fair a waist. 

Now lead the blessed couple home, 
And serve a dinner up for some : 
Their banquet is as yet to come. 

Maids, dance as nimbly as your blood, 
Which I see swell a purple flood, 
In emulation of that good 

The bride possesseth ! for I deem 
What she enjoys will be the theme. 
This night, of every virgin's dream. 

But envy not their blest content, 
The hasty night is almost spent. 
And they of Cupid will be shent. 

The sun is now ready to ride : 
Sure, 'twas the morning I espied. 
Or 'twas the blushing of the bride. 
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See how the lusty bridegroom's veins 

Swell, 'till the active torrent strains 

To break those o'erstretch'd azure chains ! 

And the fair bride, ready to cry 
To see her pleasant loss so nigh, 
Pants like the sealed pigeon's eye ! 

Put out the torch ! Love loves no lights : 
Those that perform his mystic rites 
Must pay their orisons by nights. 

Nor can that sacrifice be done 

By any priest or nun alone, 

But when they both are met in one. 

Now you that taste of Hymen's cheer, 
See that your lips do meet so near 
That cockles might be tutor'd there. 

And let the whispering of your love 
Such short and gentle murmurs prove. 
As they were lectures to the dove. 

And in such strict embraces twine. 
As if you read unto the vine. 
The ivy, and the columbine. 

• « « • 
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Thence may there spring many a pair 
Of sons and daughters strong and fair.. — 
How soon the gods have heard my prayer ! 

Methinks already I espy 

The cradles rock, the babies cry, 

And drowsy nurses lullaby. 
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SIR ASTON COKAIN 

Was bom of a knightly and ancient fiunily at Ashbourn, 
in the Peak of Derbyshire, 1608 ; educated at both the 
Uniyersities, espedally Cambridge, being a fellow-com- 
moner of Trinity College ; and having continued for some 
time at the inns of court " for fashion sake," says Wood, 
trayelled with Sir Kenelm Digby, and married on his 
return. He lived a studious life upon his estate in War- 
wickshire, and suffered much during the civil wars for the 
king's cause, and his religion, which was that of Rome. 
We are told, he " was esteemed by many an ingenious 
gentleman, a good poet, and a great lover of learning ; 
yet by others a perfect boon fellow, by which means he 
wasted all he had." He died at Derby, 1683. 

His "Poems of divers sorts," appeared in 1658, and 
had various titles (vide Gentleman's Magazine for 1797). 
They may perhaps be consulted with advantage by those 
who search after anecdotes of contemporary characters, 
or pictures of their manners. The following appeared 
the most advantageous specimen of his poetry. 



To Plautia. 



AwAT, fond thing ! tempt me no more ! 
I'll not be won with all thy store ! 
I can behold thy golden hair, 
And for the owner nothing care : 
Thy starry eyes can look upon, 
And be mine own when I have done : 
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Thy cherry ruby lips can kiss, 
And for fruition never wish : 
Can view the garden of thy cheeks, 
And slight the roses there as leeks : 
Can hear thee sing with all thine art, 
Without enthralling of mine heart : 
My liberty thou canst not wrong 
With all the magic of thy tongue : 
Thy warm snow-breasts and I can see, 
And neither sigh nor wish for thee : 
Behold thy feet, which we do bless 
For bearing so much happiness. 
Yet they at all should not destroy 
My strong preserved liberty : 
Could see thee naked, as at first 
Our parents were, when both uncurst, 
And with my busy searching eyes 
View strictly thy hid rarities ; 
Yet, after such a free survey, 
From thee no lover go away. 
For thou art false, and wilt be so : 
I else no other fair would woo. 
Away, therefore, tempt me no more ! 
rU not be won with all thy store. 
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SIR RICHARD FANSHAW, 

BfiOTHEB to Thomas Lord Fanshaw ; bom in 1607, and 
educated at Cambridge : was secretary at vrar to Prince 
Charles, 1644 ; treasurer of the navy under Prince Rupert, 
1648 ; created baronet 1650, and enyoy to Spain ; after- 
wards, being recalled into Scotland, employed there with 
high credit (though no covenanter) as secretary of state. 
Having been taken prisoner at the battle of Woreester, 
1651, he was sent to London, and is said during his con* 
finement to have written several of his poetical produc- 
tions. In 1659 he joined Charles II. at Breda, was 
knighted the following year, and made secretary of the 
Latin tongue, and master of the requests. In 1661 being 
burgess for the town of Cambridge, he was sworn one of 
the privy council of Ireland, and sent envoy to Portugal, 
and again as embassador in 1662. Having taken his place 
at the privy council in 1663, he was finally appointed em- 
bassador to both the crowns of Spain and Portugal, where 
he experienced a marked and unusually splendid recep* 
tion, in consideration of his former deportment, according 
to some, though see the Biographia Britannica. He died 
of a fever at Madrid in 1666. Vide Wood's Fasti, ii. 43, 
and Langbaine. 

His writings consist principally of translations, viz. The 
Lusiad of Camoens ; the Pastor Fido of Guarini ; a dra- 
matic romance paraphrased from the Spanish of Ant. De 
Mendoza, entitled " Querer For Solo Querer ;** and a 
Latin metrical version of Fletcher's *< Faithful Shep- 
herdess,'* under the Italian title of *' La Fida Pastora." 

The following extract is taken from his poems, pub- 
lished with *< II Pastor Fido," 1648, 4to, and 1676, 8vo. 
The four first lines are part of another soonet. 
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Thou blushing Rose, within whose virgin leaves 
The wanton Wind to sport himself presumes. 

Whilst from their rifled wardrobe he receives 
For his win^ purple, for his breath perfumes ! 

Blown in the morning, thou shalt fade e*er noon ! 

What boots a life which in such haste forsakes thee? 
Thou'rt wondrous frolic, being to die so soon. 

And passing proud a little colour makes thee. 

If thee thy brittle beauty so deceives. 

Know then, the thing that swells thee is thy bane ; 
For the same beauty doth in bloody leaves 

The sentence of thy early death contain. 

Some clown's coarse lungs will poison thy sweet 
flower, 

If by the careless plough thou shalt be torn, 
And many Herods lie in wait each hour. 

To murder thee as soon as thou art bom ; 

Nay, force thy bud to blow, their tyrant breath 
Anticipatmg life, to hasten death. 
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JOHN MILTON 

Was born in 1608, and died in 1674. As the minor 
poems of Milton are too popular to require reprinting, 
only the two following short specimens are g^yen of this 
great master. 



SONG 

On May Morning, 

Now the bright Morning Star, day's harbinger, 
Comes dancing from the east, and leads with her 
The flowery May, who from her green lap throws 
The yellow cowslip, and the pale primrose. 
Hail, bounteous May, that dost inspire 
Mirth, and youth, and warm desire ! 
Woods and groves are of thy dressing, 
Hill and dale doth boast thy blessing : 
Thus we salute thee with our early song, 
And welcome thee, and wish thee long ! 



SONNET 

When the Assault was intended to the City, 

\ Captain, or colonel, or knight in arms, 

Whose chance on these defenceless doors may seize, 
If deed of honour did thee ever please. 
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Guard them, and him within protect from harms \ 
He can requite thee ! for he knows the charms 

That call fame on such gentle acts as these, 

And he can spread thy name o*er lands and seas. 
Whatever clime the sun's bright circle warms. 
Lift not thy spear against the Muses* bower ! 

The great Emathian conqueror did spare 
The house of Pindarus, when temple and tower 

Went to the ground : and the repeated air 
Of sad Electra's poet had the power 
To save th' Athenian walls from ruin bare. 
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RICHARD CRASHAW, 

AuTHOE of " Steps to the Temple. Sacred Poems, with 
other Delights of the Muses,** l2mo, 1646, seems to have 
resembled Herbert in his turn of mind, but possessed 
more fancy and genius. His translations have considerable 
merit, but his original poetry is full of conceit. The time 
of his birth is unknown. Having been educated at the 
Charter-house, he was for some time a scholar of Pem- 
broke, and a fellow of Peter-house, Cambridge ; and 
afterwards changing his religion, died a canon of Loretto, 
1650. 

His Latin poems were first printed in 1634, and have 
been much admired, though liable to the same objections 
as his English. For some particular information respect- 
ing Crashaw and his works, consult Headley, Dr. Ander- 
son, and Mr. Hayley's account in the new Biographia 
Britannica. 



Out of Catullus, 

Come and let us live, my dear, 
Let us love, and never fear 
What the sourest fathers say ! 
Brightest Sol, that dies to-day, 
Lives again as blithe to-morrow : 
But if we, dark sons of sorrow, 
Set ; oh then, how long a night 
Shuts the eyes of our short light ! 



dbyGoogk 



206 REXON OF CHARLES I. 

Then let amorous kisses dwell 
On our lips ; begin, and tell 
A thousand, and a hundred score. 
An hundred, and a thousand more ; 
Till another thousand smother 
That, and that wipe off another. 
Thus, at last, when we have numbered 
Many a thousand, many a hundred. 
We'll confound the reckoning quite, 
And lose ourselves in wild delight : 
While our joys so multiply 
As shall mock the oivious eye. 



Love's Horoscope. 

Love, brave Virtue's younger brother. 
Erst had made my heart a mother. 
She consults the conscious spheres. 
To calculate her young son's years : 
She asks if sad or saving powers 
Gave omen to his infant hours : 
She asks each star that then stood by 
If poor Love shall live or die. 

Ah, my heart I is that the way ? 

Are these the beams that rule thy day ? 



dbyGoogk 



RICHARD CRASHAW. 207 

Thou know'st a face, in whose each look 
Beauty lays ope Love's fortune-book : 
On whose fair revolutions wait 
Th' obsequious motions of Love's fate. 
Ah, my heart ! her eyes and she 
Have taught thee new astrology ! 
Howe'er Love's native hours were set, 
Whatever starry synod met, 
'Tis in the mercy of her eye, 
If poor Love shall live or die« 

If those sharp rays, putting on 
Points of death, did Love begone, 
(Though the heavens in council sate 
To crown an uncontrolled fate ; 
Though their best aspects, twin'd upon 
The kindest constellation. 
Cast amorous glances on his birth. 
And whisper'd the confederate earth 
To pave his paths with all the good 
That warms the bed of youth and blood ;) 
Love has no plea against her eye : 
Beauty frowns, and Love must die. 

But if her milder influence move, 
And gild the hopes of humble Love ; 
(Though heaven's inauspicious eye 
Lay black on Love's nativity ; 
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Though every diamond in Jove*s crown 
Fix*d his forehead to a frown ;) 
Her eye a strong appeal can give : 
Beauty smiles ; and Love shall live. 



Epitaph upon Husband and Wife, which died and 
were buried together. 

To these, whom Death again did wed, 
This grave's the second marriage-hed. 
For though the hand of Fate could force 
'Twixt soul and body a divorce, 
It could not sever man and wife. 
Because they both liv*d but one life. 
•• Peace, good reader, do not weep ! 
Peace ! the lovers are asleep. 
They, sweet turtles, folded lie 
In the last knot that Love could tie. 
[And though they lie as they were dead, 
Their pillow stone, their sheets of lead ; 
Pillow hard, and sheets not warm. 
Love made the bed, they'll take no harm.] 
Let them sleep, let them sleep on, 
'Till this stormy night be gone. 
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And th' eternal morrow dawn ; 
Then the curtains will be drawn, 
And they waken with that light 
Whose day shall never sleep in night 

The lines incloeed in brackets are in no printed edition : they 
wre found in a MS. copy, and are perhaps not CrashawV 
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SIDNEY GODOLPHIN 

Was brother to the treasurer Godolphin, ** a young gen- 
tleman of incomparable parts," says Lord Clarendon, who 
has given him a very high character, drawn with great 
minuteness, in the Account of his own Life, and in the 
History of the Rebellion. He was bom in 1610, sent to 
Exeter College, Oxford, 1624, where he continued about 
three years, and killed at the attack of Chagford, in 
DoYonshire, Jan. 1642-3. His translation of the fourth 
book of the ^neid, in which he was assisted by Waller, 
was printed in 1658, 12mo, and may be found in Dryden's 
Miscellanies (ed. 1716), Yol.iv. p. 184. 

The following specimen was copied from a MS. in the 
possession of Mr. Malone, containing several small poems 
by Godolpbin, Waller, Carew, and others. 



SONG. 

Or love me less, or love me more ; 

And play not with my liberty : 
Either take all, or all restore ; 

Bind me at least, or set me free ! 
Let me some nobler torture find 
Than of a doubtful wavering mind : 
Take all my peace ! but you betray 
Mine honour too, this cruel way. 
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'Tis true that I have nurs'd before 
That hope, of which I now complain ; 

And, having little, sought no more, 
Fearing to meet with your disdain. 

The sparks of favour you did give, 

I gently blew, to make them live ; 

And yet have gain'd, by all this care. 

No rest in hope, nor in despair. 

I see you wear that pitying smile 

Which you have still vouchsafd my smart, 
Content thus cheaply to beguile 

And entertain an harmless heart : 
But I no longer can give way 
To hope which doth so little pay ; 
And yet I dare no freedom owe. 
Whilst you are kind, though but in show. 

Then give me more, or give itae less : 

Do not disdain a mutual sense ; 
Or your unpitying beauties dress 

In their own free indifference ! 
But show not a severer eye. 
Sooner to give me liberty ; 
For I shall love the very scorn 
Which, for my sake, you do put on. 
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WILLIAM CARTWRIGHT 

Was born, according to Wood, in 1611 ; and in 1 628 sent 
to Christ-Church, Oxford, where he died, soon after his 
nomination to the office of junior proctor, in 1643. His 
learning, hb eloquence in the pulpit, and his poetical 
talents, are extolled by all his contemporaries; and his 
poems and plays were ushered into the world in 1651 
with no less than fifty copies of commendatory verses. 
For this torrent of panegyric he was probably indebted 
to the sweetness of his manners, and his proficiency in 
academical learning, because his poetry, as Mr. Headley 
has justly observed, is not remarkable for '* elegance or 
even neatness of style,** though certainly recommended 
by "good sense and solidity.** Many high testimonies 
to his character may be seen in the Biographia Dra- 
matica. 



ODE. 

[In " The Lady-Errant;'] 

To carve our loves in myrtle rinds, 

And tell our secrets to the wood^ ; 
To send our sighs by faithful winds, 
And trust our tears unto the floods ; 
To call where no man hears, 
And think that rocks have ears, 
To walk and rest, to live and die, 
And yet not know whence, how, or why ; 
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To have our hopes with fears still check'd, 
To credit douhts, and truth suspect ; — 

This, this is what we may 

A lover's absence say. 



Love hut one. 



See these two little brooks that slowly creep 
In snaky windings through the plains ! 

I knew them once one river, swiA; and deep, 
Blessing and blest by poets' strains I 



But, since it broke itself, and double glides. 
The naked banks no dress have worn ; 

And yon dry barren mountain now derides 
These valleys, which lost glories mourn. 

O Chloris, think how this presents thy love ! 

Which when it ran but in one stream, 
We happy shepherds thence did thrive, and 'prove, 

And thou wast mine and all men's theme. 

But since 't hath been imparted to one more. 
And in two streams doth weakly creep. 

Our common Muse is thence grown low and poor. 
And mine as lean as these my sheep. 
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But think withal what honour thou hast lost, 
Which we did to the full stream pay ! 

Whilst now that swain that swears he loves thee most 
Slakes but his thirst and goes away ! 



FALSEHOOD. . 

[An Extract.] 

Still do the stars impart their light 
To those that travel in the night : 
Still time runs on, nor doth the hand 
Or shadow on the dial stand : 
The streams still glide and constant are : 

Only thy mind 

Untrue I find. 

Which carelessly 

Neglects to be 
Like stream or shadow, hand or star. 






Lesbia on her Sparrow. 

Tell me not of joy ! there's none, 

Now my little sparrow's gone: i 

He, just as you, I 

Would sigh and woo, 
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He would chirp and flatter me ; 

He would hang the wiag a while, 

Till at length he saw me snule. 
Lord ! how sullen he would he :! 

He would catch a crumh, and then 
Sporting let it go again; 

He from my lip 

Would moisture sip. 
He would from my trencher feed-; 

Then would hop, and then would run, 

And cry Phillip when he'd done ; 
Oh ! whose heart can choose hut hleed 1 

Oh ! how eager would he fight, 
And ne'er hurt though he did hite. 

No mom did pass, 

But on my glass 
He would sit, and mark, and do ) 

What I did ; now ruffle all 

His feathers o'er, now let them fall. 
And then straightway sleek them too. 

Whence will Cupid get his darts 
Feather'd now, to pierce our hearts? 

A wound he may, 

Not love, convey. 
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Now this faithful bird is gone. 
Oh ! let moumful turtles join 
With loving redbreasts, and combine 

To sing dirges o'er his stone. 



SONO. 

[From "The Ordinary."] 

Whiles early light springs from the skies, 
A fairer from your bride doth rise ; 
A brighter day doth thence appear, 
And make a second morning there. 

Her blush doth shed 

All o'er the bed 

Clear shame-fac*d beams. 

That spread in streams, 
And purple round the modest air. 

I will not tell what shrieks and cries. 
What angry pishes, and what fies, 
What pretty oaths, then newly bom, 
The listening taper heard there sworn : 

Whiles forward she. 

Most peevishly. 

Did yielding fight 

To keep o'er night 
What she'd have proffer'd you ere mom. 
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Fair, we know maids do refuse 
To grant what they do come to lose. 
Intend a conquest, you that wed ! 
They would be chastely ravished : 

Not any kiss 

From Mrs. Pris, 

If that you do 

Persuade and woo. 
Know, pleasure's by extorting fed. 

Oh, may her arms wax black and blue 
Only by hard encircling you ; 
May she round about you twine. 
Like the easy twisting vine ; 

And whiles you sip 

From her full lip 

Pleasures as new 

As morning dew, 
Let those soft ties your hearts combine. 



SONO. 

[From the same.] 



Come, O come, I brook no stay ; 

He doth not love that can delay ! 
See, how the stealing night 
Hath blotted out the light. 

And tapers do supply the day ! 
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To be chaste, is to be old, 
And that foolish girl that's cold, 

Is fourscore at fifteen ; 

Desires do write us green, 
And looser flames our youth unfold. 

See, the first taper's almost gone ! 

Thy flame like that will straight be none ; 

And I, as it expire, 

Unable to hold fire : 
She loseth time that lies alone. 

O let us cherish then these powers, 
Whiles we yet may call them ours ! 
Then we best spend our time. 
When no dull zealous chime, 
3ut sprightfiil kisses strike the hours. 
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THOMAS NABBES. 

Langbaine, without giviog us any particulars of his life, 
only tells us that he was pretty much esteemed by his con- 
temporaries. The first of the following specimens, ex- 
tracted from his poems (subjoined to " The Spring's 
Glory," a masque, Lond. 4to, 1639)^ has some originality : 
the second would not have been disowned by his patron, 
Suckling. See Biographia Dramatica. 



Upon excellent Strong Beer^ which he drank at the 
town of Wichf in Worcestershire, where salt is 
made. 

Thou ever youthful god of wine, 
Whose burnished cheeks with rubies shine, 
Thy brows with ivy chaplets crown'd ; 
We dare thee here to pledge a round ! 

Thy wanton grapes we do detest ; 

Here's richer juice from barley press'd. 

Let not the Muses vainly tell, 
What Virtue's in the horse-hoof well, 
That scarce one drop of good blood breeds, 
But with mere inspiration feeds : 

Oh let them come and taste this beer, 
And water henceforth they'll forswear. 



dbyGoogk 



220 REION OF CHARLES I. 

If that the Paracelsian crew 
The virtues of this liquor knew, 
Their endless toils they would give o'er, 
And never use extractions more. 

'Tis medicine ; meat for young and old ; 

Elixir ; blood of tortur'd gold. 

It is sublim'd ; it's calcinate ; 
*Tis rectified ; precipitate ; 
It is Androgena, Sol's wife ; 
It is the Mercury of life ; 

It is the quintessence of malt ; 

And they that drink it want no salt. 

It heals, it hurts ; it cures, it kills ; 
Men's heads with proclamations fills ; 
It makes some dumb, and others speak ; 
Strong vessels hold, and crack'd ones leak ; 

It makes some rich, and others poor ; 

It makes, and yet mars many a score. 



On a Mistress of whose affection he was doubtful. 

What though with figures I should raise 
Above all height my mistress' praise ; 
Galling her cheek a blushing rose. 
The fairest June did e'er disclose ; 
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Her forehead, lilies ; and her eyes, 
The luminaries of the skies ; 
That on her lips ambrosia grows, 
And from her kisses nectar flows ? — 
Too great hyperboles ! unless 
She loves me, she is none of these. 
But, if her heart and her desires 
Do answer mine with equal fires, 
These attributes are then too poor. — 
She is all these, and ten times more. 



dbyGoogk 



222 



HENRY GLAPTHORNE. 

A POET who, like many of bis contemporaries, seems to 
have mistaken extravagance and exaggeration for tender- 
ness and fancy. His best composition is entitled *'to my 
Friend, Advice :" it contdns much good sense, and some 
good poetry, but it is too long for insertion here. Of bis 
lighter pieces the following is perhaps the least unfavom^ 
able specimen. His poems were printed in a small 4to, 
1689. He wrote, besides, nine plays, five of which were 
printed singly in 1689 and 1640. Phillips pronounces 
him " not altogether ill-deserving of the English stage." 



Unclose those eye-lids, and outshine 
The brightness of the breaking day ! 

The light they cover is divine ; 
Why should it fade so soon away ? 

Stars vanish so, and day appears ; 

The sun's so drown*d i' th' morning's tears. 

Oh ! let not sadness cloud this beauty, 
Which if you lose you'll ne'er recover ! 

It is not love's, but sorrow's duty, 
To die so soon for a dead lover. 

Banish, oh ! banish grief, and then 

Our joys will bring our hopes again. 
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SIR JOHN SUCKLING, 

Son of Sir John Suckling, Knt., of Whitton, in Middlesex 
(comptroller of the household to James I. and Charles I., 
member of the privy council, and secretary of state) ; is 
said to have been bom in 1618. This date, however, 
seems to be inaccurate ; for Mr. Lysons (Env. of Lond. 
vol. iii.) has given the day of his baptism, from the parish 
re^ster, four years earlier, vb. Feb. 10, 1608-9. Lang- 
baine, not content with informing us that his birth was 
delayed to *' the beginning of the eleventh month," ('* ac- 
cordmg to his mother^s reckoning^) adds that hit Rfr was 
not lets remarkable, ** for he had so pregnant a genius, that 
he spoke Latin at five years old, and writ it at nine." 

In the course of his travels he made a campaign under 
Gustavus Adolphus; during which he was present at three 
battles, five sieges, and as many skirmishes ; but a mag- 
nificent regiment of cavalry, ndsed at hb own expense, 
(1200/.) in the beginning of our civil wars, which became 
equally conspicuous for cowardice and finery, threw a 
considerable degree of ridicule on hb military reputation. 

His plays have little merit, though Phillips says that in 
bb time they still brought audience to the theatres. But 
the grace and elegance of hb songs and ballads are inimit- 
able : they " have a pretty touch," says the author just 
quoted, " of a gentle spirit, and seem to savour more of 
the grape than lamp." Hb prose writings have been also 
much admired. He died of a fever, in 1641, aged only 
thirty-two years. For further particulars, see Cibber's 
Lives, and Grainger's Biographical Hbtory of England. 

Hb works were published in 1646, 8vo, and his " Last 
Remains" in 1659. They have been several times re- 
printed. 
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SONG. 

Why so pale and wan, fond lover ? 

Prithee, why so pale ? 
Will, when looking well can't move her. 

Looking ill prevail ? 

Prithee, why so pale ? 

Why so dull and mute, yomig sinner ? 

Prithee, why so mute ? 
Will, when speaking well can't win her, 

Saying nothing do't ? 

Prithee, why so mute ? 

Quit, quit for shame ; this will not move, 

This cannot take her : 
If of herself she will not love. 

Nothing can make her. 

The devil take her ! 



Honest lover whosoever, 
If in all thy love tliere ever 

Was one wavering thought, if thy flame 
Were not still even, still the same ; 
Know this. 
Thou lov'st amiss, 
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And, to love true, 

Thou must begin again, and love anew. 

If, when she appears i' th* room. 
Thou dost not quake, and art struck dumb, 
And in striving this to cover 
Dost not speak thy words twice over ; 
Know this, 
Thou lov'st amiss. 
And, to love true, 
Thou must begin again, and love anew. 

If fondly thou dost not mistake, 
And all defects for graces take ; 
Persuad*st thyself that jests are broken, 
When she hath little or nothing spoken ; 
Know this, 
Thou lov'st amiss, 
AndJ to love true. 
Thou must begin again, and love anew. 

If when thou appear'st to be within. 
Thou lett'st not men ask, and ask again, 
And, when thou answer'st, if it be 
To what was ask'd thee properly ; 
Know this. 
Thou lov*st amiss. 
And, to love true. 
Thou must begin again, and love anew. 

VOL. III. Q 
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If when thy stomach calls to eat, 
Thou cutt'st not fingers 'stead of meat ; 
And, with much gazing on her face, 
Dost not rise honglry from the plate ; 
Know this, 
Thou lov*8t amiss, 
And, to love true, 
Thou must b^in again, and We anew. 

If by this thou dost discover 
That thou art no perfect lover ; 
And, desiring to love true, 
Thou dost bc^n to love anew ; 
Know this. 
Thou lov'st amiss. 
And, to love true. 
Thou must begin again, and love anew. 



'Tis now, since I sat down before 

That foolish fort, a heart, 
(Time strangely spent !) a year and more, 

And still I did my part : 

Made my approaches, from her hand 

Unto her lip did rise; 
And did already understand 

The language of her eyes: 



dbyGoogk 



SIR JOHN SUCKLING. 22? 

Proceeded on with no less art ; 

(My tongue was engineer ;) 
I thought to undermme the iieart 

By whispering in the ear. 

When this did nothing, I brought down 

Great cannon oaths, and shot 
A thousand thousand to the town, 

And still it yielded not. 

I then resolv'd to starve the place. 

By cutting off all kisses, 
Praising and gazing on her face. 

And all such little blisses. 

To draw her out and from her strength, 

I drew all batteries in ; 
And brought myself to lie, at length, 

As if no siege had been. 

When I had done what man could do, 

And thought the place mine own. 
The enemy lay quiet too, 

And smiVd at all was done. 

I sent to know, from whence, and where. 

These hopes and this relief? 

A spy informed. Honour was there, 

And did command in chief. 
q2 
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''March, inarch," quoth I ; ''the word straight give, 

Let's lose no time, but leave her ; 
That giant upon air will live, 

And hold it out for ever. 

" To such a place our camp remove 

As will no siege abide ; 
I hate a fool that starves her love, 

Only to feed her pride." 



A Ballad upon a Wedding \ 

I TELL thee, Dick, where I have been, 
Where I the rarest things have seen ; 

Oh ! things without compare ! 
Such sights again cannot be found 
In any place on English ground. 

Be it at wake or fair. 

At Gharing-cross, hard by the way 
Where we (thou know'st) do sell our hay, 

There is a house with stairs ; 
And there did I see coming down 
Such folk as are not in our town, 

Forty at least, in pairs. 

1 Occasioned by the marriage of Roger Boyle, the first earl of 
Orrery (then Lord Brogliill), with Lady Margaret Howard, daughter 
of the earl of Suffolk. 
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Amongst the rest, one pest'lent fine 
(His beard no bigger though than thine) 

Walk'd on before the rest : 
Our landlord looks like nothing to him ; 
The king, (God bless him !) 'twould undo him. 

Should he go still so drest. 

At course-a-park, without all doubt. 
He should have first been taken out 

By all the maids i* th' town ; 
Though lusty Roger there had been, 
Or little George upon the green. 

Or Vincent of the Crown. 

But, wot you what ? the youth was going 
To make an end of all his wooing ; 

The parson for him staid ; 
Yet, by his leave (for all his haste,) 
He did not so much wish all past 

(Perchance) as did the maid. 

The maid, (and thereby hangs a tale ; 
For, such a maid no Whitsun ale 

Could ever yet produce) — 
No grape that's kindly ripe could be 
So round, so plump, so soft as she. 

Nor half so fiill of juice. 
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Her finger was ao small, the ring 
Would not stay on whidi they did bnng^ 

It was too wide a peek : 
And to say troth, for out it mwit^ 
It look'd like the great collar,, juiit, 

About our young colt's neck« 

Her feet beneath her petticoat 
Like little miee stole in and out, 

As if they fear'd the light : 
But oh ! she dances such a wajy — 
No sun upon an Easter day 

Is half so fine a sig^ I 

He woidd have kiss'd her once or twice, 
But she would not, she was so niee^ 

She would not do't in si^t : 
And then she look*d as who should say, 
" I will do what I list to-day, 

And you shall do't at ni^ht." 

Her cheeks so rare a white was on. 
No daisy makes oompsrison, 

(Who sees them is undone;) 
For streaks of red were mingled there, 
Such as are on a Catherine pear 

(The side that's next the sun). 
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Her lips were red, and one was tfain, 
Compar'd to that was next her chin 

(Some hee had stung it newly) ; 
But, Dick, her eyes so guard her face, 
I durst no more upon them gaze 

I Than on the sun in July. 

i 

I 

Her mouth so small when she does speak, 
Thou'dst swear her teeth her words did break, 

That they might passage get ; 
But she so handled still the matter, 
They came as good as ours, or better, 
And are not spent a whit. 

If wishing should be any sin. 

The parson himself had guilty been. 

She look'd that day so purely ; 
And, did the youth so oft the feat 
At night as some did in conceit. 

It would have spoil'd him surely. 

Passion, oh me ! how I run on ! 
There's that that would be thought upon, 

I trow, besides the bride. 
The business of the kitchen's great, 
For it is fit that men should eat, 

Nor was it there denied. 
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Just in the nick the cook knock'd thrice. 
And all the waiters in a trice 

His summons did obey : 
Each serving man, with dish in hand, 
March'd boldly up, like our train'd band, 

Presented, and away. 

When all the meat was on the table, 
What man of knife or teeth was able 

To stay to be intreated ? 
And this the very reason was. 
Before the parson could say grace 

The company was seated \ 

Now hats fly o£P, and youths carouse. 
Healths first go round, and then the house, 

The bride's came thick and thick ; 
And when 'twas nam'd another's health. 
Perhaps he made it her's by stealth ; 

(And who could help it, Dick ?) 

O' th' sudden up they rise and dance ; 
Then sit again, and sigh, and glance ; 



1 In the first edition of Suckling^e works the three preceding 
stanzas were differently arranged. The order adopted above, which 
the sense indeed seems to require, is justified hj a copy in " Witt*s 
Recreations," 1664, and has been followed by the later editors. 
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Then dance again and kiss : 
Thus several ways the time did pass, 
Till every woman wish'd her place, 

And every man wish'd his. 



By this time all were stol'n aside 
To counsel and undress the bride : — 

But that he must not know : — 
But yet 'twas thought he guess'd her mind. 
And did not mean to stay behind 

Above an hour or so. 



When in he came, Dick, there she lay, 
Like new-falPn snow melting away : 

('Twas time, I trow, to part.) 
Kisses were now the only stay, 
Which soon she gave, as who would say» 

" Good boy ! with all my heart." 

But just as heavens would have, to cross it. 
In came the bride-maids with the posset ; 

The bridegroom ate in spite ; 
For had he left the women to 't, 
It would have cost two hours to do 't, 

Which were too much that night. 
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At length the candle's out, and now 
All that they had not done they do ; 

What that is, who can tell ? 
But I helieve it was no more 
Than thou and I have done hefore 

With Bridget and with Nell. 
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SIR JOHN DENHAM, 

'< Desebfedlt coQBidered," sajs Dr. JohiuoD, " as one of 
the fathers of English poetry," was born in Dublin, 1615, 
and entered in 1631 gentleman-commoner at Trinity 
College, Oxford, where it is said be was chiefly addicted 
to gaming, and exhibited no signs of genius ; and that 
his tragedy, " The Sophy," which he wrote in 1641, and 
his beautiiiil poem on Cooper's Hill, composed soon after, 
were received by the world with astonishment. Waller 
said, " he broke out like the Irish Rebellion, threescore 
thousand strong, when nobody was aware, or in the least 
suspected it." Though but an indifferent soldier, his ad- 
dress and knowledge of mankind were often of service to 
Charles I., and after the restoration he was much admired 
by Charles II., who is said to have frequently suggested 
the subjects of his poetry. He died in 1668. 

Vide Wood's Athenae, ii. 422, and Dr. Johnson's Lives. 

His poems were printed, together with *' The Sophy," 
a tragedy, in 1668, 8vo, again in 1671, and repeatedly 
afterwards. His Version of the Psalms, which Wood 
never saw, did not appear, I believe, till 1714, when it 
was published in 8vo, from the original MS. 



BONO. 



Morpheus, the humble god that dwells 
In cottages and smoky cells, 
Hates gilded roofs, and beds of down; 
And, though he fears no prince's frown, 
Flies from the circle of a crown. 
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Come, I say, thou powerful god, 
And thy leaden charming rod, 
Dipp'd in the Lethean lake. 
O'er his wakeful temples shake. 
Lest he should sleep, and never wake. 

Nature, alas! why art thou so 
Obliged to thy greatest foe ? 
Sleep, that is thy best repast, 
Yet of death it bears a taste, 
And both are the same thing at last. 
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JOHN TATHAM. 

Granger b&js, he was erroDeouslj called City Poet, but 
has omitted to give his reasons for this assertion ; which, 
indeed, is contradicted by a pageant written by Tatham 
in celebration of Sir John Frederick's mayoralty in 1661, 
and preserved in the British Museum. 

He was the author of four plays ; of" Fancy's Theatre," 
a volume of poems, printed in 1640, 12mo, and of 
" Ostella, or the Faction of Love and Beauty reconcOed," 
1650, 4to, a scarce volume, though not otherwise valu- 
able. The following specimen, taken from the latter col- 
lection, is very near being elegant. 



The Swallow. 



Mark, Ostella, when the Spring 
Hath dissolv'd the frosty king, 
And reseats herself on earth, 
Giving flowers and plants a birth ; 
When the glorious sun doth shine 
Full of heat, as do thy eyn ; 

• * * * 

Then, oh then, to us will come. 
To our cottage, to our home. 
An amorous guest, who will salute 
You from the chimney- top with flute- 
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like notes, when you least need the same : 
To sing to you 'twill be on flame ! 
But, when the tedious winter's night 
Comes on, that wants both heat and light, 
And that his pretty music may 
Widi pleasure pass the time away. 
Which else perhaps might sadness bring — 
Your guest is hoarse, and cannot sing. 

Acquaintance so leaves man in misery 
Who did adore him in prosperity. 
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SIR EDWARD SHERBURNE. 

This learned translator was born in 1618, and was con- 
stant to the royal cause during the reign of Charles I., in 
whose armies he held the post of commissary-general of 
artillery. From March 1654, till October 1659, he tra- 
velled through great part of Europe with his pupil Sir 
John Coventry. As a reward for his loyalty, he was 
knighted by Charles II. in 1682 ; but suffered inconveni- 
ence on James II.'s abdication. His " Poems and Trans- 
lations, amorous, lusory, moral, and divine," printed in 
1651, 12mo, exhibit marks of considerable genius, which, 
however, is not sufficiently regulated by judgment. He 
translated three tragedies from Seneca, viz. Medea, 
Troades, and Phsedra and Hippolitus, and the philo- 
sophical poem of Manilius, with notes, 1675, folio. The 
poet Stanley was his friend and kinsman. 

For further particulars, see Wood's Fasti, ii. 18, or the 
Biographia Britannica. 



Ice and Fire. 



Naked Love did to thine eye, 
Chloris, once, to warm him, fly : 
But its subtle flame and light 
Scorch'd his wings, and spoiled his sight. 

Fore'd from thence, he went to rest 
In the soft couch of thy breast : 
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But there met a frost so great 
As his torch extinguished straight. 

When poor Cupid thus (constrain'd 
His cold bed to leave) complained, 
" Alas ! what lodging's here for me, 
If all ice and fire she be ?" 



The Surprize. 



There's no dallying with Love, 
Though he be a child, and blind ; 

Then let none the danger prove 
Who would to himself be kind : 

Smile he does when thou dost play. 

But his smiles to death betray. 

Lately with the boy I sported ; 

Love I did not, yet love feign'd ; 
Had no mistress, yet I courted; 

Sigh I did, yet was not pain'd : 
'Till at last this love in jest 
Prov'd in earnest my unrest. 

When I saw my fair-one first, 
In a feigned fire I bum'd ; 

But true flames my poor heart pierc'd, 
When her eyes on mine she tum'd : 
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So a real wound I took 
For my counterfeited look. 



None who loves not, then, make shew ; 

Love's as ill deceived as fate : 
Fly the hoy, he*ll cog and woo ; 

Mock him, and he wounds thee straight. 
Ah ! who dally hoast in vain ; 
False love wants not real pain. 



Love once, love ever. 

Shall I, hopeless, then pursue 
A fair shadow that still flies me ? 

Shall I still adore and woo 

A proud heart that does despise me ? 

I a constant love may so. 

But, alas ! a fruitless, show. 



Whilst these thoughts my soul possess. 
Reason Passion would o*ersway, 

Bidding me my flames suppress, 
Or divert some other way ; 

But what Reason would pursue. 

That my heart runs counter to. 

VOL. III. R 
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So a pilot, bent to make 

Search for some ttnfi»ttiid<-out land, 
Does with him the magnet take, 

Sailing to the unknown strand; 
But that (steer which way he wiU) 
To the loved north points still. 



The Sun^riie. 

[An Extract.] 



Thou youthful goddess of the mom, 
Whose blush they in the east adore, 
Daughter of Phoebus, who before 

Thy all-enlightening sire art bom ! 

Haste and restore the day to me, 

That my love's beauteous object I may see ! 

Too much of time the night devours ; 
The cock's shrill voice calls thee again : 
Then quickly mount thy golden wain, 

Drawn by the sofdy-sliding hours, 

And make apparent to all eyes 

With what enamel thou dost paint the skies ! 



Ah, now I see the sweetest dawn ! 

Thrice welcome to my longing sight ! 

Hail, divine beauty, heavenly light ! 
I see thee through yon cloud of lawn 
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Appear, and as thy star does glide, 
Blanching with rays the east on every side ! 

Dull Silence, and the drowsy king 
Of sad and melancholy dreams, 
Now fly before thy cheerful beams, 

The darkest shadows vanquishing : 

The owl, that all the night did keep 

A hooting, now is fled, and gone to sleep. 

But all those little birds, whose notes 
Sweetly the listening ear enthrall, 
To the clear water's murmuring fall 

Accord their disagreeing throats ; 

The lustre of that greater star 

Praising, to which thou art but harbinger. 



With holy reverence inspir*d. 

When first the day renews its light, 
The earth, at so divine a sight, 
Seems as if all one altar fir'd, 
Reeking with perfumes to the skies, 
Which she presents, her native sacrifice. 

The humble shepherd, to his rays 
Having his rustic homage paid, 
And to some cool retired shade 

Driven his bleating flocks to graze, 
r2 
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Sits down, delighted with the sight 

Of that great lamp, so mild, so fair, so bright. 



The bee through flowery gardens goes, 
Buzzing, to drink the morning's tears, 
And from the early Lily bears 

A kiss commended to the Rose, 

And, like a wary messenger. 

Whispers some amorous story in her ear K 



^ The remainder of thu poem would now be thought forced and 
unnatural. 
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SIR FRANCIS KINASTON, 

Author of " Leoline and Sydanis," with " Cynthiades," 
1641, SOD of Sir Edward Kinastou, knt., of Otely in 
Shropshire, became gentleman-commoner of Oriel Col- 
lege, 1601, took his master's degree in Cambridge, and 
returned to Oxford 1611. Thence he went to Court, 
was knighted in 1619, and afterwards made esquire of the 
body of Charles I. He was the first regent of the 
academy called the MuuBum A^RnerwBy 1635. He printed 
this year two books of a Latin translation of Chaucer's 
Troilus and Cresseid; and died 1642, or thereabouts, 
says Wood, who adds : " Thb is the person also who by 
experience falsified the alchymists' report, that a hen 
being fed for certain days with gold, beginning when Sol 
was in Leo, should be converted into gold, and should lay 
golden eggs ; but indeed became very fat." 



To Cynthia^ on concealment of her beauty. 

Do not conceal thy radiant eyes, 
The star-light of serenest skies ; 
Lest, wanting of their heavenly light, 
They turn to chaos* endless night ! 

Do not conceal those tresses fair, 
The silken snares of thy curFd hair ; 
Lest, finding neither gold nor ore. 
The curious silk- worm work no more ! 
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Do not conceal those breasts of thine, 
More snow-white than the Appennine; 
Lest, if there be like cold and frost, 
The lily be for ever lost ! 

Do not conceal that fragrant scent, 
Thy breath, which to all flowers hath lent 
Perfiimes ; lest, it being supprest. 
No spices grow in all the east ! 

Do not conceal thy heavenly voice, 
Which makes the hearts of gods rejoice; 
Lest, music hearing no such thing, 
The nightingale forget to sing ! 

Do not conceal, nor yet eclipse 
Thy pearly teeth with coral lips ; 
Lest that the seas cease to bring forth 
Gems which from thee have all their worth ! 

Do not conceal no beauty, grace. 
That's either in thy mind or face ; 
Lest virtue overcome by vice 
Make men believe no Paradise ! 
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To Cynthia^ on her Mother* s decease, 

April is past ! then do not shed, 

Nor do not waste m vain 
Upon thy mother's earthy bed 

Thy tears of silver rain. 

Thou canst ni>t hope that her cold eaith 

By watering will bring forth 
A flower like thee, or will give birth 

To one of the Hke worth. 

'Tis true the rain fall'n from the sky, 

Or from the clouded air. 
Doth make the earth to fructify, 

And makes the heaven more &ir. 

With thy dear &ce it is not so, 

Which if once overcast. 
If thou rain down thy showers of wo. 

They like the Syrens blast. 

Therefore, when sorrow shall becloud 

Thy fair serenest day. 
Weep not ! my sighs shall be allow'd 

To chase the storm away. 
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THOMAS BEEDOME 

Was the author of " Poems Divine and Humane,** 12mo, 
London, 1641 (with an address to the reader, signed 
" Hen. Glapthome," as well as Latin and English verses 
by the same). These posthumous poems contain many 
good lines, but in general wretchedly marred by extrava- 
gant conceits. The following is, perhaps, the least faulty 
specimen. 

From the numerous complimentary verses by contem- 
porary wits, which, according to the custom of the times, 
usher in the author and his productions with hyperbolical 
praise, it appears that Beedome died very young. 



The Question and Answer. 

When the sad ruin of that face 

In its own wrinkles buried lies, 
And the stiff pride of all its grace, 

By time undone, falls slack and dies ; 
Wilt not thou sigh, and wish, in some vex*d fit, 
That it were now as when I courted it ? 

And when thy glass shall it present 

Without those smiles which once were there, 

Showing, like some stale monument, 
A scalp departed from its hair ; 
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At thyself frighted, wilt not start, and swear 
That I belied thee when I call'd thee fair ? 

Yes, yes, I know thou wilt ; and so 

Pity the weakness of thy scorn, 
That now hath humbled thee to know. 

Though fair it was, it is forlorn. 
Love's sweets thy aged corpse embalming not. 
What marvel if thy carcase' beauty rot ? 

Then shall I live ; and live to be 

Thy envy, thou my pity : say 
Whene'er thou see me, or I thee, 

(Being nighted from thy beauty's day) 
" Tis he ! and had my pride not withered me, 
I had, perhaps, been still as fresh as he." 

Then shall I smile, and answer, " True ; thy scorn 
Left thee thus wrinkled, slackt, corrupt, forlorn." 
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HENRY DELAUNE, 

A WRITER concerning whom nothing seems to be known, 
except that he publbhed a small rolume in 1651, under 
the title of " Uarpixov Aii>po9, or, a legacy to his tons, 
being a miscellany of precepts, theological, moral, poli- 
tical, and ceconomical, digested into seven centuries of 
quadrins," which was reprinted in 1657. These moral 
and religious epigrams (for such they are) appear to be 
the real dictates of paternal solicitude, and ^e result of 
long experience. A few specimens, taken easoally from 
the concluding century, may serve as examples of the 
author's style ; which is uniformly nervous, correct, and 
creditable to his learning and good sense as well as pietj, 
but seldom very eminently poetical. 



When the straight columns, on whose well-knit chine 
Some stately structure leans its weighty head, 

Are from their centre mov*d, or made incline, 
The pile soon sinks, and shrinks to its first bed : 

So, when you see Death's agents daily come. 
And from the earth just men and good translate, 

A sure and sad prognostic 'tis of some 
Impending judgment on a realm or state. 
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Ere God on Sodom stretched his flaoning Hand, 
He had a care to send just Lot away ; 

So mostly still, when he will scourge a land, 
Whom he best loves he puts out of the way. 

Early set forth to your eternal race ; 

Th' ascent is steep and craggy you must climb : 
God, at all times, has promised sinners grace 

If they repent ; but he ne'er promis'd time. 

Cheat not yourselves, as most ; who then prepare 
For death, when life is almost tum'd to fume : 

One thief was sav'd that no man might despair ; 
And but one thief, that no man might presume. 



Wealth, honour, friends, wife, children, kindred, all 
We so much doat on, and wherein we trust. 

Are withering gourds ; blossoms that fade and fall ; 
Landscapes in water ; and deeds drawn in dust. 



How many has the mom beheld to rise 

In their youth's prime, as glorious as the sun. 

Who, like a flower cropt, have had their eyes 
Clos'd up by Death before the day was done ! 
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Poison, a knife, a pistol, thousands more 
Sad instruments, set periods to our fetes. 

Nature lets in to life but at one door ; 
But, to go forth. Death opens many gates. 



dbyGoogk 



253 



RICHARD LOVELACE, 

Eldest son of Sir Wm. Lovelace^ of Woolwich, in Kent, 
knt., was born in 1618, educated at the Charter-house, 
and Glocester-hall, Oxford, where he entered as a gentle- 
man-commoner when sixteen years of age ; and while the 
king and queen were in the University, at the request 
of a great lady made to the chancellor, was created A.M., 
though then but of two years* standing. Wood says of 
him, that he was " accounted the most amiable and beau- 
tiful person that eye ever beheld : a person also of innate 
modesty, virtue, and courtly deportment," and that he 
was ^ much admired and adored by the female sex.** He 
died in extreme want at a mean lodging near Shoe-lane, 
in 1658, after having frequently risked his life, and con- 
sumed his whole patrimony in useless efforts to serve his 
sovereign. He wrote two plays, never printed, called 
" The Scholar," and " The Soldier," and a volume of 
poems, 1649, 12mo, called ** Lucasta," in honour of Lucy 
Sacheverel, a lady of great beauty and fortune, whom he 
usually styled Lux Casta^ and who, supposing him dead 
of his wounds received at Dunkirk, where he commanded 
a regiment, married another. 

After his death, his " Posthume Poems'* were pub- 
lished, in the year 1659, 12mo, by his brother, Dudley 
Posthumus- Lovelace. 



SONG. 

The Scrutiny, 

Why should you swear I am forsworn, 

Since thine I vow*d to be ? 
Lady, it is already mom ; 
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And 'twas last night I swore to thee 
That fond impossibility. 

Have I not lov*d thee much, and long ; 
A tedious twelve-hour's space ? 

I must all other beauties wrong, 
And rob thee of a new embrace. 
Could I still doat upon thy fiice. 



SOKG. 

To Amaranthaj that she would dishevel her hair, 

Amarantha, sweet and ^r, 
Ah ! braid no more that shining hair ! 
As my curious hand or eye, 
Hovering round thee, let it fly. 

Let it fly as unconfin'd 
As its calm ravisher the Wind ; 
Who hath left his darling th' east 
To wanton o'er that spicy nest. 

Every tress must be confest 
But neatly tangled at the best ; 
Like a clew of golden thread. 
Most excellently ravelled. 
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Do not then wind up that light 
In ribbons, and overcloud in night, 
Like the Sun in's early ray, 
But shake your head and scatter day ! 



SONO. 

To Lucasta, Going to the wars. 

Tell me not, sweet, I am unkind, 
. That from the nunnery 
Of thy chaste breast and quiet mind 
To war and arms I fly. 

True, a new mistress now I chace, 

The first foe in the field ; 
And with a stronger faith embrace 

A sword, a horse, a shield. 

Yet this inconstancy is such 

As you too shall adore ; 
I could not love thee, dear, so much, 

Lov*d I not honour more. 



SONNET. 



When I by thy fair shape did swear 
(And mingled with each vow a tear) 
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I lov'd, I lov'd thee best, 

I swore as I profest ; 
For all the while you lasted warm and pure 
My oaths too did endure ; 
But once tum'd faithless to thyself, and old, 
They then with thee incessantly grew cold. 



SONO. 

To AltheOf from prison. 

When Love, with unconfined wings. 

Hovers within my gates, 
And my divine Althea brings 

To whisper at the grates ; 
When I lie tangled in her hair, 

And fettered to her eye, — 
The birds ^ that wanton in the air. 

Know no such liberty. 

When flowing cups run swiftly round 
With no allaying Thames, 

Our careless heads with roses bound, 
Our hearts with loyal flames ; 



* In the original it is " gods/' The correction, which is very 
happy, is Dr. Percy's. 
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When thirsty grief in wine we steep, 
When healths and draughts go free, — 

Fishes, that tipple in the deep, 
Know no such liberty. 

When, like committed linnets, I * 

With shriller throat shall sing 
The sweetness, mercy, majesty. 

And glories of my king ; 
When I shall voice aloud how good 

He is, how great should be, — 
Enlarged winds, that curl the flood, 

Know no such liberty. 

Stone walls do not a prison make. 

Nor iron bars a cage ; 
Minds innocent and quiet take 

That for an hermitage. 
If I have freedom in my love, 

And in my soul am free, — 
Angels alone, that soar above. 

Enjoy such liberty. 



1 Dr. Percy has changed thie line iuto " When, linnet-like, con- 
fined I,** which is more intelligible. 



VOL. III. 
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ABRAHAM COWLEY 

Was born in 1618, and died in 1667. 



ODK. 

Here's to thee, Dick! — this whining love despise; 
Pledge me, my friend, and drink till thou be'st wise! 
It sparkles brighter far than she : 

'Tis pure and right, without deceit, 
And such no woman e'er will be : 
No, they are all sophisticate. 



Follies they have so numberless in store, 
That only he who loves them can have more. 
Neither their sighs nor tears are true ; 
Those idly blow, these idly fall. 
Nothing like to our's at all ; 
But sighs and tears have sexes too. 

Here's to thee again ; thy senseless sorrows drown'd, 
Let the glass walk, till all things too go round ! 
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Again ! till these two lights be four : — 
No error here can dangerous prove : 

Thy passion, man, deceived thee more ; 
None double see like men in love. 



[Extract from " The Spring."] 

Though you be absent here, I needs must say 
The trees as beauteous are, and flowers as gay 
As ever they were wont to be : 

Nay, the bird's rural music too 
Is as melodious and free 

As if they sung to pleasure you. 
I saw a rose-bud ope this morn — I'll swear. 
The blushing mom open'd not more fair. 
• • • ♦ 



[From " The Request."] 

• « • « 

I ASK not one in whom all beauties grow — 
Let me but love, whatever she be, 
She cannot seem deform'd to me ; 

And I would have her seem to others so. 

• • • • 
That happy ' thing a lover grown, 

I shall not see with others' eyes — scarce with mine 

own. 

• • • • 

1 " When Fm that."— Ed. 1647. 
s 2 
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But do not touch my heart, and so be gone : 
Strike deep thy burning arrows in : 
Lukewarmness I account a sin 

As great in love as in religion. 

Come arm'd with flames, for I would prove 
All the extremities of mighty love ! 



[Prom " Not fcir/'] 



'Trs very true, I thought you once as fair 

As women in th* idea are : 
Whatever here seems beauteous, seem*d to be 

But a faint metaphor of thee. 
But then, methought, there something shin*d within 

Which cast this lustre o'er thy skin. 

* • • • 

But since I knew thy falsehood, and thy pride, 

And all thy thousand faults beside ; 
A very Moor, methinks, plac'd near to thee. 

White as his teeth would seem to be ; 

* • • • ' 

Nay, when the world but knows how false you are. 
There's not a man will think you fair. 

» • « • 
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[From " The Change,"] 



Love in her sunny eyes does basking play, 
Love walks the pleasant mazes of her hair, 

Love does on both her lips for ever stray, 
And sows and reaps a thousand kisses there. 

In all her outward parts Love's always seen ; — 

But oh ! he never went within. 



[From " The Soul."] 

Iv mine eyes do e'er declare 
They've seen a second thing that's fair. 
Or ears, that they have music found 
Besides thy voice in any sound ; 
If my taste do ever meet 
After thy kiss with aught that's sweet ; 
If my abused touch allow 
Aught to be smooth or sofl but you ; 
If what seasonable springs, 
Or the eastern summer brings. 
Do my smell persuade at all 
Aught perfume but thy breath to call ; 
• • ♦ ♦ 

May I as worthless seem to thee, 
As all but thou appear to me. 



dbyGoogk 



262 EEION OF CHARLES I. 

If I ever anger know, 
Till some wrong be done to you ; 

• • • • 
If ever I an hope admit, 

Without thy image stamped on it ; 

Or any fear, till I begin 

To find that you're concerned therein ; 

If a joy e*er come to me. 

That tastes of any thing but thee ; 

If any sorrow touch my mind 

Whilst you are well and not unkind ; 

If I a minute's space debate, 

Whether I shall curse and hate 

The things beneath thy hatred fall. 

Though all the world, myself and all ; 

• • • • 

If any passion of my heart. 

By any force or any art, 

Be brought to move one step from thee, 

May'st thou no passion have for me. 



[Prom "The Wish."] 
Well, then ; I now do plainly see 
This busy world and I shall ne*er agree. 
The very honey of all earthly joy 
Does of all meats the soonest cloy : 
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And tLey, methinks, deserve my pity, 
Who for it can endure the stings, 
The crowd, and buz2, and munnurings, 

Of this great hive, the city. 

Ah ! yet, ere I descend to th* grave, 
May I a small house and large garden have ; 
And a few friends, and many books, both true, 
Both wise, and both delightful too ! 
And (since Love ne'er will from me flee,) 
A mistress, moderately fair. 
And good, as guardian-angels are ; 
Only belov*d, and loving me ! 
* • • • 

How happy here should I, 
And one dear she, live, and embracing die ? 
She who is all the world, and can exclude 
In desarts solitude. 



[From " The Inconstant."] 

I NEVER yet could see that face 
Which had no dart for me ; 

From fifteen years to fifty's space 
They all victorious be. 

• • • • 
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Colour or shape, good limbs or face, 
Goodness, or wit, in all I find : 

In motion or in speech a grace ; 
If all &il, yet 'tis womankind. 

• • • • 

If tall, the name oi proper slays ; 

If fair, she's pleasant as the Ught ; 
If low, her prettiness does please ; 

If black, what lover loves not night ? 

• • • * 

The fat b'ke plenty fills my heart, 
The lean with love makes me so too ; 

If straight, her body's Cupid*s dart 
To me ; if crooked, 'tis his bow. 



Thus with unwearied wings I flee 

Through all Love's gardens and his fields ; 
And, like the wise industrious bee. 

No weed but honey to me yields. 



Honour, 



She loves, and she confesses too ; 
There's then at last no more to do. 
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The happy work's entirely done ; 
Enter the town which thou hast won. 
The firuits of conquest now begin : 
Id triumphe ! enter in. 

What's this, ye gods ! what can it be ? 
Remains there still an enemy ? 
Bold Honour stands up in the gate, 
And would yet capitulate. 
Have I overcome all real foes, 
And shall this phantom me oppose ? 

Noisy nothing ! stalking shade ! 

By what witchcraft wert thou made ? 

Empty cause of solid harms ! 

But I shall find out counter-charms, 

Thy airy devilship to remove 

From this circle here of love. 

Sure I shall rid myself of thee 
By the night's obscurity, 
And obscurer secresy. 
Unlike to every other sprite. 
Thou attempt'st not men t'a£Pright, 
Nor appear'st but in the light. 
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BALLAD. 

The Chronicle, 

Margarita first possessed, 
If I remember well, my breast, 

Margarita, first of all : 
But when a while the wanton maid 
With ray restless heart had play'd, 

Martha took the flying ball. 

Martha soon did it resign 
To the beauteous Catharine. 

Beauteous Catharine gave place 
(Though loath and angry she to part 
With the possession of my heart) 

To Eliza's conquering face, 

Eliza till this hour might reign, 
Had she not evil counsels ta'en : 

Fundamental laws she broke. 
And still new favourites she chose. 
Till up in arms my passion rose. 

And cast away her yoke. 

Mary then, and gentle Ann, 
Both to reign at once began. 
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Alternately they swayed : 
And Bometunes Mary was the fiiir, 
And sometimes Ann the crown did wear, 

And sometimes both I obey'd. 

Another Mary then arose, 
And did rigorous laws impose : 

A mighty tyrant she ! 
Long, alas, should I have been 
Under that iron-scepter'd queen. 

Had not Rebecca set me free. 

When fair Rebecca set me free, 
Twas then a golden time with me ; 

But socm those pleasures fled ; 
For the gracious princess died 
In her youth and beauty's pride, 

And Judith reigned in her stead. 

One month, three days, and half an hour, 
Judith held the sovereign power ; 

Wondrous beautiftd her face ; 
But so weak and small her wit. 
That she to govern was unfit, 

And so Susanna took her place. 

But when Isabella came, 
Arm*d with a resistless flame. 
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And th' artillery of her eye : 
Whilst she proudly march'd about 
Greater conquests to find out, 

She beat out Susan by the bye. 

But in her place I then obeyed 
Black-ey'd Bess, her viceroy maid, 

To whom ensued a vacancy : 
Thousand worse passions then possessed 
The interregnum of my breast : 

Bless me from such an anarchy! 

Gentle Henrietta then, 

And a third Mary ne;st began ; 

Then Joan, and Jane, and Andria : 
And then a pretty Thomasine, 
And then another Catharine, 

And then a long etcetera. 

But should I now to you relate 

The strength and riches of their state, 

The powder, patches, and the pins. 
The ribbons, jewels, and the rings. 
The lace, the paint, and warlike things. 

That make up all their magazines : 

If I should tell the politic arts 
To take and keep men's hearts; 
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The letters, embassies, and spies, 
The frowns, and smiles, and flatteries, 
The quarrels, tears, and perjuries. 

Numberless, nameless mysteries ! 

And all the little lime-twigs laid 
By Machiavel, the waiting maid : 

I more voluminous should grow 
(Chiefly if I, like them, should tell 
All change of weather that befell) 

Than Holinshed or Stow. 

But I will briefer with them be. 
Since few of them were long with me : 

An higher and a nobler strain 
My present empress does claim, 
EleoDora, first o' th' name. 

Whom God grant long to reign. 
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ANDREW MARVELL. 

The life of this accomplished man, who, though principally 
distinguished by his inflexible patriotism, was generally 
and justly admired for his learning, his acuteness in con- 
troversial writing, his wit, and his poetical talents, is to 
be found in almost every biographical work (excepting 
Dr. Johnson's Lives of the Poets) ; and is, besides, inca- 
pable of being so far compressed as to find its place in 
this little miscellany. 

He was bom in 1620, at Kingston-upon-Hull (the town 
which he so long represented in Parliament), was ad- 
mitted in 1635 of Trinity College, Cambridge, and died 
in London, 1678. 

A neat edition of his poems was published by Davis, in 
two small volumes, 1772. But the most complete and 
splendid collection of his works appeared in three volumes, 
4to, 1776, under the care of Capt. Edward Thomson. 



Daphnis and Chloe. 
[From 27 stanzas.] 

Daphnis must fi*om Chloe part : 
Now is come the dismal hour 
That must all his hopes devour, 

All his labour, all his art. 

Nature, her own sex*s foe, 

Long had taught her to be coy : 
But she neither knew t* enjoy. 

Nor yet let her lover go. 
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But, with this sad news surpriz'd, 
Soon she let that niceness fall ; 
And would gladly yield to all, 

So it had his stay comprised. 

• • • • 

He, well read in all the ways 

By which men their siege maintain, 
Knew not that, the fort to gain, 

Better 'twas the siege to raise. 

But he came so full possessed 

With the grief of parting thence, 

That he had not so much sense 
As to see he might be bless'd; 

Till love in her language breath'd 
Words she never spake before; 
But than legacies no more 

To a dying man bequeathed. 

• • • • 

As the soul of one scarce dead. 
With the shrieks of friends aghast, 
Looks distracted back in haste, 

And then straight again is fled ; 

So did wretched Daphnis look. 

Frighting her he loved most. 

At the last, this lover's ghost 
Thus his leave resolved took. 
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" Are my hell and heaven join*d, 
More to torture him that dies ? 
Could departure not suffice, 

But that you must then grow kind ? 

<* Ah my Chloe ! how have I 
Such a wretched minute found, 
When thy favours should me wound 

More than all thy cruelty ? 

" So to the condemned wight 
The delicious cup we fill, 
And allow him all he will, 

For his last and short delight. 

** But I will not now hegin 
Such a deht unto my foe ; 
Nor to my departure owe 

What my presence could not win. 



'^ Gentler times for love are meant : 
Who for parting pleasure strain 
Gather roses in the rain. 

Wet themselves, and spoil their scent. 

" Farewell therefore all the fruit 
Which I could from love receive I 
Joy will not with sorrow weave, 

Nor will I this grief pollute. 
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** Fate, I come, as dark, as sad, 

As thy malice could desire ; 

Yet bring with me all the fire 
That Love in his torches had." 

At these words, away he broke, 
As who long has praying lien 
To his head's-man makes the sign. 

And receives the parting stroke. 



Young Love. 
[From 8 Btanzas.} 



Come, little infant ! love me now, 
While thine unsuspected years 

Clear thine aged father's brow 
From cold jealousy and fears. 

Pretty, surely, 'twere to see 

By young Love old Time beguil'd. 

While our sportings are as free 
As the nurse's with the child. 

Common beauties stay fifteen; 

Such as your's should swifter move. 
Whose fair blossoms are too green 

Yet for lust, but not for love. 

VOL. III. T 
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Love as much the snowy lamb. 
Or the wanton kid does prize, 

As the lusty bull, or ram, 
For his morning sacrifice. 

Now then love me ! Time may take 
Thee before thy time away ; 

Of this need we'll virtue make, 
And learn love before we may. 

So we win of doubtful Fate ; 

And if good she to us meant. 
We that good shall antedate ; 

Or if ill, that ill prevent. 
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ALEXANDER BROME. 

The character of this witty loyalist, styled by Phillips 
" the English Anacreon,** whose writings are supposed to 
have contributed very essentially to the Restoration of 
Charles II., is thus drawn by honest Izaac Walton, in 
what he calls " An humble Eglog, written on the 29th of 
May, 1660." 

DAMON AND DORtTS. 

« « « « 

Damon, Let rebel's spirits sink, let those 
That like the Goths and Vandals rose 
To ruin families, and bring 
Contempt upon our Church, our king. 
And all that's dear to us, be sad ; 
But be not thou : let us be glad. 
And Dorus, to invite thee, look, 
Here's a collection in this book 
Of all those cheerful songs that we 
Have sung so oft and merrily. 
As we have march'd to fight the cause 
Of God's anointed, and our laws : 

* * * * 

Such songs as virgins need not fear 
To sing, or a grave matron hear. 
Here's love dress'd neat, and chaste, and gay 
As gardens in the month of May ; 
Here's harmony, and wit, and art. 
To raise thy thoughts, and cheer thy heart. 

Dorus. Written by whom ? 

Damon, A friend of mine, 

t2 
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And one that's worthy to be thine ; 
A civil swain, that knows his times 
For business, and that done, makes rhymes, 
But not till then : my friend's a man 
Lov*d by the Muses« dear to Pan ; 
He blest him with a cheerful heart. 
And they with this sharp wit, and art. 
Which he so tempers, as no swain 
That* 8 loyal does or should complain. 
« • * * • 

Brome was by profession an attorney in the lord 
mayor^s court, and preserved his loyalty untainted 
through the whole of the civil wars and the protector- 
ship. He was bom in 1620, and died in 1666. In 1651 
he published a comedy intitled " The Cunning Lovers," 
and in 1666 a translation of Horace by himself and 
others. He was also the editor of the dramatic works 
of his brother, Richard Brome. See Phillips and Lang- 
baine. 

The following extracts are taken from his " Songs and 
other Poems,'' of which the first edition appeared in 1660, 
the second in 1664, and the third in 1668. 



SONG. 

To a coy Lady. 
I PRITHEE leave this peevish fashion ; 

Don't desire to be high-priz'd ! 
Love's a princely noble passion, 

And dotfa scorn to be despis'd. 
Though we say you're feir, you know 
We your beauty do bestow. 
For our fancy makes you so. 
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Don't be proud 'cause we adore you, 

We do*t only for our pleasure ; 
And those parts in which you glory 

We by fancy weigh and measure. 
When for deities you go, 
For angels or for queens, pray know 
'Tis our fancy makes you so. 

Don't suppose your majesty 

By tyranny's best signified. 
And your angelic natures be 

Distinguish'd only by your pride. 
Tyrants make subjects rebels grow, 
And pride makes angels devils below, 
And your pride may make you so. 



Palinode. 



No more, no more of this ! I vow 
'Tis time to leave this fooling now, 

Which few but fools call wit : 
There was a time when I begun. 
And now 'tis time I should have done, 

And meddle no more with it. 
He physic's use doth quite mistake 
That physic takes for physic's sake. 

My heat of youth, and love, and pride, 
Did swell me with their, strong spring-tide, 
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Inspired my bnin Mid blood ; 
And made me tben ooiiTerse widi toys 
Which are call'd Muses by the boys^ 

And dabble in their flood. 
I was persuaded in those days 
There was no crown like love and bays. 

But now my youth and pride are g(xie, 
And age and cares come creeping on, 

And business checks my love, 
What need I take a needless toil, 
To spend my labour, time, and oil, 

Since no design can move ? 
For, now the cause is ta'en away. 
What reason is't th' effect should stay ? 

'Tis but a folly now for me 
To spend my time and industry 

About such useless wit ; 
For when T think I have done well, 
I see men laugh ; but cannot tell 

Whe'r *t be at me, or it. 
Great madness 'tis to be a drudge. 
When those that cannot write dare judge. 

Besides the danger that ensu'th 
To him that speaks or writes the truth, 
The premium is so small ; 
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To be call'd poet, and wear bays, 
And &ctor turn of songs and plays ; 

This is no wit at all ! 
Wit, only good to sport and sing, 
's a needless and an endless thing. 

Give me the wit that can't speak sense. 
Nor read it, but in*s own defence. 

Ne'er leam'd, but of his grannam ; 
He that can buy, and sell, and cheat. 
May quickly make a shift to get 

His thousand pound per annum, 
And purchase, without much ado, 
The poems, and the poet too. 



Upon his MarCy stolen by a Trooper, in 1644. 

Why let her go. — I'll vex myself no more. 
Lest my heart break, as did my stable door. 
'Twas but a mare ; if she be gone, she's gone ; 
'Tis not a mare that I do stand upon. 
Now, by this cross ! I am so temperate grown, 
I'll bridle nature, since my mare is gone. 
I have a little learning — and less wit — 
That wealth is sure : no thief can pilfer it. 
Riches, they say, have wings : my mare had so ; 
For though she'd legs, yet she could hardly go : 
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But thieves, and fate, have such a strong command 

To make those go which have no feet to stand. 

1*11 mount on P^^us ; for he's so poor 

From thief or true man one may ride secure. 

I would not rack invention for a curse 

To plague the thief, for fear I make him worse : 

In charity I wish him no more pain. 

But to restore me home my mare again. 

And, 'cause I would not have good customs alter, 

I wish who has the mare may have the halter. 
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SIR ROBERT HOWARD, 

A T0UN6E& son of Thomas earl of Berkshire, was pro- 
bably bom about 1622, and educated at Magdalen Col- 
lege, Oxford. Having shared in his father's sufferings, 
and distinguished himself by his loyalty and courage, he 
became, after the Restoration, a knight, a M.P., and a 
place-man, and died in 1698. For a list of his dramatic 
and other works, and farther particulars of hb life, vide 
Wood's Ath. ii. 1018, and the Biographia Dramatica. 
His poems, consisting of songs and sonnets, panegyrics, 
translations, &c. were published, together with his first 
comedy, " The Blind Lady," in 1660 ; but Sir Robert is 
principally known to posterity by his controversy with 
his brother-in-law Dryden. 



To the inconstant Cynthia. 

In thy fair breast, and once fair soul, 

I thought my vows were writ alone : 
But others* oaths so blurr'd the scroll, 

That I no more could read my own. 
And am I still oblig'd to pay, 

When you had thrown the bond away ? 
Nor must we only part in joy ; 

Our tears as well must be unkind : 
Weep you, that could such truth destroy, 

And I, that could such falseness find ! 
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Thus we must unconcem*d remain 

In our divided joys and pain. 

Yet we may love, but on this different score, 

You what I am, I what you were before. 



The Resolution. 



No, Cynthia ; never think I can 
Love a divided heart and mind : 

Your sunshine love to every man 
Appears alike as great as kind. 

None but the duller Persians kneel, 
And the bright god of beams implore ; 

Whilst others equal influence feel, 
That never did the god adore. 



Though I resolve to love no more. 
Since I did once, I will advise : 

The love of conquests now give o'er ; 
Disquiets wait on victories. 

To your much injur'd peace and name 
Love's farewell as a tribute pay ; 

Grow now reserv*d, and raise your fame 
By your own choice, not your decay. 



dbyGoogk 



SIR EOBSRT HOWARD. 283 

She that to age her charms resigns, 

And then at last turns votary, 
Though virtue much the change inclines, 

'Tis sullied by necessity. 
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ROBERT HERRICK 

Was author of a poetical volume published under the 
title of " Hesperides," 1648, 8yo, which contains two 
little pieces, printed among Carew's poems, under the 
titles of ''the Primrose," and "the Inquiry." Phillips, 
in his ** Theatrum Poetarum," thinks him *' not particu- 
larly influenced by any nymph or goddess, except his 
maid Pru :" but allows him to have shown occasionally 
" a pretty flowery and pastoral gale of fancy,** &c. Wood 
tells us (Ath. ii. 122) that he was a Londoner bom, 
though of a Leicestershire family ; elected fellow of All 
Souls* College, Oxford, from St. John's, but took no 
degree ; that being patronized by the Earl of Exeter, he 
afterwards resided in Devonshire, much beloved, till, 
forced to withdraw, he retired to London, where he was 
still living, subsequent to the Restoration. For farther 
particulars, see the " Gentleman's Magazine** for 1796, 
p. 461.645. 



To Virgins, 

Hear, ye virgins, and 1*11 teach 
What the times of old did preach. 
Rosamond was in a bower 
Kept, as Danae in a tower : 
But yet love, who subtle is. 
Crept to that, and came to this. 
Be ye lock*d up like to these, 
Or the rich Hesperides ; 
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Or those babies in your eyes. 
In their crystal nunneries ; 
Notwithstanding, Love will win. 
Or else force a passage in ; 
And as coy be as you can, 
Gifts will get ye, or the man. 



A Meditation for his Mistress, 

YoD are a tulip, seen to-day, — 
But, dearest, of so short a stay. 
That where you grew scarce man can say. 

You are a lovely July-flower, — 
Yet one rude wind or ruffling shower 
Will force you hence, and in an hour. 

You are a sparkling rose i* th' bud, — 
Yet lost, ere that chaste flesh and blood 
Can show where you or grew, or stood. 



You are a dainty violet, — 
Yet withered, ere you can be set 
Within the virgin's coronet 
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You are the qneoi aH flowers among, — 
But die you must, fiiir maid, ere long, 
As he, the maker of this aoi^. 



The Bag of the Bee. 

[To be found also in "' Wit a sporting in a pleasant Grove of new 
fancies," collected by H. B. 1657.] 

About the sweet bag of a bee 

Two Cupids fell at odds ; 
And whose the pretty prize should be 

They vow'd to ask the gods. 

Which Venus hearing, thither came, 
And for their boldness stript them, 

And, taking from them each his flame. 
With rods of myrtle whipt them. 

Which done, to still their wanton * cries, 
When quiet grown she'd seen them. 

She kiss'd, and wip*d their dove-like eyes, 
And gave the bag between them. 

> " the wantons'," in " Wit a sporting." 



d by Google 



ROBERT HSRRICK. 287 

To a Gentlewoman, objecting to him his grey hairs. 

Am I deipis'd because you say, 
And I dare swear that I am grey ? 
Know, lady, you have but your day. 
And time will come, when you shall wear 
Such frost and snow upon your hair. 
And when, (though long it comes to pass) 
You question with your looking-glass, 
And in that sincere crystal seek, 
But find no rose-bud in your cheek ; 
Nor any bed to give the shew 
Where such a rare carnation grew ; 

Ah ! then too late, close in your chamber keeping. 

It will be told 

That you are old 
By those true tears you're weeping. 



The Mad Maid's Song. 

GooD-morrow to the day so &ir ! 

Good-morning, sir, to you ! 
Good-morrow to mine own torn hair, 

Bedabbled with the dew! 

Good-morning to this primrose too ! 
Good-morrow to each maid, 
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That will with flowers the tomb bestrew 
Wherein my love is laid! 



I'll seek him there! I know, ere this, 
The cold, cold earth doth shake him ; 

But I will go, or send a kiss 
By you, sir, to awake him. 

Pray, hurt him not ! though he be dead 
He knows well who do love him ; 

And who with green-turfs rear his head, 
And who do rudely move him. 

He's soft and tender — ^pray, take heed !— 
With bands of cowslips bind him ; 

And bring him home — ^but 'tis decreed 
That I shall never find him. 
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THOMAS STANLEY, 

Thi very learned editor of iSschylus, and author of 
" The History of Philosophy," was the only son of Sir 
Thomas Stanley, knt., of Cuniberlow«green in Hertford- 
shire, and nephew to Sandys, the traveller and poet. He 
pursued his studies, first at home, and afterwards in Pem- 
broke-hall, Cambridge, under the direction of Mr. Wm. 
Fairfiix, son to the celebrated translator of Tasso. Haying 
continued at the University till he had taken the degree 
of A.M., and been admitted to the same at Oxford, 1640, 
he then travelled in foreign countries : and on his return 
lived, during part of the civil wars, in the Middle Tem- 
ple. He was the friend of Shirley, Sherburne, Hall, and 
Suckling. His poems, printed in 1651, l2mo, consist 
principally of translations, with a few original composi- 
tions, from which the following specimens are borrowed. 
He married when young, and died in 1678. 

Phillips, after commending his other works, adds, that 
Stanley was "particularly honoured for his smooth air 
and gentile spirit in poetry ; which appears not only in 
his own genuine poems, but also from what he hath so 
weU translated out of ancient Greek, and modem Italian, 
Spanish, and French poets, as to make his own." 

See Langbaine, Wood's Fasti, i. 284, and the Biogra- 
phia Britannica. 



TOL. III. 
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The Deposition, 

Though, when I lov'd thee, thou wert fair, 

Thou art no longer so : 
Those glories all the pride they wear 

Unto opinion owe. 
Beauties, like stars, in borrowed lustre shine 
And 'twas my love that gave thee thine. 

The flames that dwelt within thine eye 

Do now with mine expire; 
Thy brightest graces fade and die 

At once with my desire. 
Love's fires thus mutual influence return; 
Thine cease to shine when mine to bum. 

Then, proud Celinda, hope no more 

To be implor'd or woo'd; 
Since by thy scorn thou dost restore 

The wealth my love bestow'd : 
And thy despis'd disdain too late shall find 
That none are fair but who are kind ! 



Lovers Heretic. 



He whose active thoughts disdain 
To be captive to one fi>e, 

And would break his single chain, 
Or else more would undergo; 
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Let him learn the art of me 
By new bondage to be free. 

What tyrannic mistress dare 

To one beauty love confine ? 
Who, unbounded as the air, 

All may court, but none decline. 
Why should we the heart deny 
As many objects as the eye. 

Wheresoe'er I turn or move 

A new passion doth detain me ; 
Those kind beauties that do love, 

Or those proud ones that disdain me. 
This frown melts, and that smile bums me ; 
This to tears, that ashes turns me. 

Sofl fresh vii^ns, not full-blown. 

With their youthful sweetness take me ; 

Sober matrons, that have known 

Long since what these prove, awake me ; 

Here, staid coldness I admire. 

There, the lively active fire. 

She that doth by skill dispense 

Every favour she bestows, 
Or the harmless innocence 

Which nor court nor city knows, 
u2 
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Both alike my soul inflame^ 
That wild beauty, and this tame. 

She that wisely can adorn 

Nature with the wealth of art, 

Or whose rural sweets do scorn 
Borrowed helps to take a heart; 

The vain care of that's my pleasure. 

Poverty of this my treasure. 

Both the wanton and the coy 
Me with equal pleasures move ; 

She whom I by force enjoy, 
Or who forceth me to love : 

This, because shell not confess, 

That, not hide her happiness. 

She whose loosely flowing hair, 

Scattered like the beams o* th' mom. 

Playing with the sportive air 
Hides the sweets it doth adorn, 

Captive in the net restrains me. 

In those golden fetters chains me. 

Nor doth she with power less bright 

My divided heart invade, 
Whose soft tresses spread, like night. 

O'er her shoulders a black shade; 
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For the star-light of her eyes 

Brighter shines through those dark skies. 

Black, or fair, or tall, or low, 

I alike with all can sport,' 
The bold sprightly Thais woo, 

Or the frozen vestal court. 
Every beauty takes my mind. 
Tied to all, to none confin'd. 



The Exequies. 

Draw near 
You lovers, that complain 
Of fortune or disdain, 
And to my ashes lend a tear ! 
Melt the hard marble with your groans, 
And soflen the relentless stones. 
Whose cold embraces the sad subject hide 
Of all Love's cruelties, and Beauty's pride ! 

No verse. 

No epicedium bring ; 

Nor peaceftQ requiem sing. 
To charm the terrors of my herse ! 
No profane numbers must flow near 
The sacred silence that dwells here : 
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Vast griefs are dumb: sofUy, oh softly mourn! 
Lest you disturb the peace attends my urn. 

Yet strew 
Upon my dismal grave 
Such offerings as you have ; 
Forsaken cypress, and sad yew; 
For kinder flowers can take no birth 
Or growth from such unhappy earth. 
Weep only o'er my dust, and say, ** Here lies 
To Love and Fate an equal sacrifice." 



When, dearest beauty, thou shalt pay 
Thy faith and my vain hope away 
To some dull soul, that cannot know 
The worth of that thou dost bestow; 
Lest with my sighs and tears I might 
Disturb thy unconfin'd delight. 
To some dark shade I will retire, 
And there, foigot by all, expire. 

Thus, whilst the difference thou shalt prove 
Betwixt a feign'd and real love. 
Whilst he, more happy, but less true. 
Shall reap those joys I did pursue, 
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And with those pleasures crowned be 
By Fate, which love designed for me, 
Then thou perhaps thyself wilt find 
Cruel too long, or too soon kind. 
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ROBERT HEATH 

I KNOW nothing more of, than that he was the author of 
" Clarastella,** (a collection of love-verses) " together 
with Poems occasional, Elegies, Epigrams, Satyrs," in 
one volume, 12mo, printed in 1650. 



Invest my head with fragrant rose, 
That on fair Flora's bosom grows ! 
Distend my veins with purple juice, 
That mirth may through my soul diffuse ! 
'Tis wine and love, and love in wine. 
Inspires our youth with flames divine. 

Thus, crown'd with Paphian myrtle, I 
In Cyprian shades will bathing lie; 
Whose snow if too much cooling, then 
Bacchus shall warm my blood again. 
Tis wine and love, and love in wine, 
Inspires our youth with flames divine. 

Life's short, and winged pleasures fly ; 
Who mourning live, do living die. 
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On down and floods then, swan-like, I 
Will stretch my limbs, and singing die. 
'Tis wine and love, and love in wine. 
Inspires our youth with flames divine. 



To Clarastella saying she would commit herself to a 

Nunnery. 

[From 9 stanzas.] 

Stay, Clftrastella, prithee stay ! 

Recall those frantic vows again ! 
Wilt thou thus cast thyself away, 

As well as me in fond disdain ? 
Wilt thou be cruel to thyself? chastise 
Thy harmless body, 'cause your powerful eyes 
Have charm'd my senses by a strange surprize ? 

Is it a sin to be belov'd ? 

If but the cause you could remove. 
Soon the effect would be remov'd; 

Where beauty is, there will be love. 
Nature, that wisely nothing made in vain, 
Did make you lovely to be lov*d again, 
And, when such beauty tempts, can love refrain ? 
When Heaven was prodigal to you, 

And you with beauty's glory stor'd, 
He made you, like himself, for view, 

To be beheld, and then ador'd. 



dbyGoogk 



298 REIGN OF CHARLES I. 

Why should the gold then fear to see that sun 
That fbnn'd it pure f why should you live a nun, 
And hide those rays Heaven gave to you alone ? 



Thyself a holy temple art, 

Where Love shall teach us both to pray ; 
I'll make an altar of my heart, 

And incense on thy lips will lay. 
Thy mouth shall be my oracle, and then 
For beads we'll tell our kisses o'er again, 
Till they, breath'd from our souls, shall cry, Amen, 
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S. SHEPPARD 

Was son of Dr. Harman Sheppard, a physician, and is 
said by Oldys to have been imprisoned for writing the 
Mercurius Elencticus. His Six books of Epigrams, Latin 
and English, The Socratick Session (a dramatic satire on 
Julius Scaliger), and A Mausolean Monument over his 
deceased parents, with three Pastorals, were published 
in a 12mo. volume, 1651. 

The same name occurs in the title of " The Committee 
Man curried," 1647, 4to, a sort of political drama in two 
parts, more remarkable, we are told, for its plagiarism than 
its poetry. In 1652 appeared " Discoveries. Or an Ex- 
ploration and Explication of some JSnigmatical Verities," 
12mo, by S. Sheppard, in prose, a strange medley ; which, 
the preface informs us, was undertaken in consequence of 
his friendt having been pleased to tax hit studies (rrfening 
to somewhat he lately divulged) as incompatible with his 
profession. In all probability, therefore, he was a cler- 
gyman, as well as responsible for the above-mentioned 
productions. What follows, " He that thinks worse of 
those rhimes, than myself, I scorn him, for he cannot : 
he that thinks better is a fool," must be supposed to apply 
to the drama, not the epigrams, otherwise he very un- 
gratefully leaves his numerous friends in the lurch, whose 
warm encomiums introduce the volume. Vide Langbaine 
and the Biographia Dramatica. 

The following specimen, not unfavourable to hb abili- 
ties, is taken from the collection of 1651. 
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In memory of our famous Shakespeare. 

Sacred spirit ! whiles thy lyre 
£cho*d o'er th* Arcadian plains, 

E'en Apollo did admire, 

Orpheus wonder'd at thy strains. 

Plautus sigh'd, Sophocles wept 

Tears of anger, for to hear 
(After they so long had slept) 

So bright a genius should appear ; 

Who wrote his lines with a sun-beam, 
More durable than time or fate ! 

Others boldly do blaspheme. 

Like those that seem to preach but prate. 

Thou wert truly priest elect. 

Chosen darling to the Nine, 
Such a trophy to erect 

By thy wit and skill divine, 

That, were all their other glories 

(Thine excepted) torn away, 
By thy admirable stories 

Their garments ever shall be gay. 

Where thy honoured bones do lie, 
(As Statins once to Maro's urn) 

Thither every year will I 

Slowly tread, and sadly mourn. 
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JOHN HALL 

Was author of a small volume of *< Poems " printed at 
Cambridge, 1646, and dedicated to "bis truly noble, and 
worthily honoured friend, Thomas Stanley, Esq." Wood 
tells us he was bom in Durham, of genteel parents, 1627. 
Being kept from the University by the civil war, he 
studied at home till 1646, when he entered a commoner 
at St. John's College, Cambridge, and, after a year's resi- 
dence, removed in high credit to Lincoln's Inn. He pub- 
lished in favour of the Commonwealth, and was about 
1650 called to the bar, and sometimes pleaded. In 1655 
he left London in a bad state of health, and died at Dur- 
ham 1656, in his twenty-ninth year. As to his character 
for abilities, Phillips says, that "besides his juvenile 
poems, memorable only for their airy and youthful wit, he 
improved afterwards to a more substantial reputation for 
what he wrote as well in verse as prose ; but a poem he 
began, of great and general expectation among his friends, 
had he lived to complete it, would doubtless have very 
much advanced and completed his fame." And Hobbes 
observes, that " had not his debauches and intemperance 
diverted him from the more serious studies, he had made 
an extraordinary person : for no man had ever done so 
great things at his age." For a list of his works, vide 
Wood's Athens, i. 534, 5. 
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The Crystal. 

This crystal here, 
That shines so clear. 

And carries in its womb a little day, 
Once hammer'd, will appear 

Impure as dust, as dark as clay. 

£*en such will prove 
Thy face, my love, 

When age shall soil the lustre of thine eyes, 
And all that red remove 

That on thy spicy lip now lies ! 

Nor can a hand 
Again command. 

By any art, these ruins into frame ; 
But they will sever'd stand. 

And ne'er compose the former same. 

Such is the case. 
Love, of thy face ; 

Both desperate, in this you disagree ; 
Thy beauty needs must pass : 

It, of itself, will constant be. 
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SONG. 



Distil not poison in mine ears, 

Aerial Syrens, nor untie 
These sable fetters ! yonder spheres 

Dance to a silent harmony. 

' Could I but follow where you lead, 
Disrob'd of earth, and plum'd by air. 

Then I my tenuous self might spread, 
As quick as fancy every where. 

But 111 make sallies now and then ; 

Thus can my unconfined eye 
Take journey and return again, 

Yet on her crystal couch still lie. 
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EDMUND PRESTWICH 

Was author of " Hippolitus, translated out of Seneca, 
together with divers other poems," 1651, 12mo. Lang- 
baine, who mentions this work, professes never to have 
seen it. See Prestwich's " Respublica,** 1777. 



The Meteor. 
[From 9 stanzas.] 



Did you behold that glorious star, my dear, 
Which 8hin*d but now, methought, as bright 
As any other child of light, 

And seem'd to have as good an interest there ? 
How suddenly it fell, our eyes 
Pursuing it through all the spacious skies. 
Through which the now extended flame 
Had chalk'd the way to earth, from whence it 
came? 

And were you not with wonder struck, to see 
Those forms, which the creation had 
At first in number perfect made. 

Thus sometimes more, and sometimes less to be ? 
Or rather, in this second birth, 
To see heaven copied out so near by earth. 
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As, were it not for their own fall, 

We should not know which were th' original ? 

Fair one, these different lights do represent 
Such as pretend unto the love 
Of you, of which some meteors prove, 

Some stars ; some high-fix'd in love*s firmament, 
And some, that seem as bright and fair. 
More basely humble, hover in the air 
Of words, and with fine dexterous art 
Do act a passion never touch'd their heart. 

Yet these false glow-worm fires a while do shine 
Equal to the most heaven-bom flame, 
And so well counterfeit the same. 

That they, though almost beastly, seem divine. 
But should some blind unlucky chance 
Deform you any ways, or make your wants 
Vie greatness with your beauty, then 
They drop to their own element again. 
• • • « 



A remedy against Love. 
[From 8 stanzas.] 

If thou like her flowing tresses 
Which the unshorn Phoebus stain, 

vox.. III. X 
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Think what grief thy heart oppresses, 

And how every curPs a chain, 
Only made to keep thee fast 
Till thy sentence be o'erpost. 

If thou*rt wounded by her eyes, . 

Where thou thinkest Cupids lie, 
Think thyself the sacrifice, 

Those the priests that make thee die. 
If her forehead beauteous show, 
Think her forehead Cupid's bow. 

If the roses thou hast seen 
In her cheek still flourishing 

Argue that there dwells within 
A calm and perpetual spring, 

Though she never us'd deceit. 

Believe all is counterfeit. 

If her tempting voice have power 
To amaze and ravish thee, 

Syrens sung but to devour. 
Yet they sung as well as she, 

O beware those poison*d tongues. 

That carry death in [all] their songs ! 



But if virtue please thee most. 

And thou like her beauteous mind, 
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Then I give thee o'er for lost: 
There no remedy I find. — 
Yet, if she be virtuous, then 
Sure she will not murther men. 



x2 
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HENRY VAUGHAN, 

Called the Skluriitt from that part of Wales whose inha- 
bitants were the ancient Silures, was bom on the banks 
of the Uske, in Brecknockshire, and entered in 1638 at 
Jesus College, Oxford, being then seventeen. He was 
designed for the law, but retiring to his home at the com- 
mencement of the civil wars, became eminent in the pra&- 
tice of physic, and was esteemed by scholars, says Wood, 
«an ingenious person, but proud and humorofu.* He 
died in 1695. A list of his works may be seen in Ath. 
Ox. iL 926-7. The principal are the " Silex Scintillans" 
(sacred poems), 1650, 1655, 12mo, and " Olor Iscanus. 
A collection of some select poems and translations,'* 
1651, 12mo, from the latter of which the following lines 
are taken, being perhaps the most fiivourable specimen 
that can be selected, though even these are too much 
marked by quaintness and conceit. 



To the best and most accomplished Couple — 

BLEssiNas as rich and firagrant crown your heads 

As the mild heaven on Roses sheds, 

When at their cheeks, like pearls, they wear 

The clouds that court them in a tear : 

And may they be fed from above 

By him which first ordain'd your love I 
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Fresh as the hours may aU your pleasures be» 

And healthful as eternity! 

Sweet as the flower's first breath, and close 

As th* unseen spreadings of the Rose, 

When he unfolds his curtained head, 

And makes his bosom the sun's bed ! 



like the day's warmth may all your comforts be, 

Untoil'd for, and serene as he ; 

Yet free and full, as is that sheaf 

Of sun-beams gilding every leaf, 

When now the tyrant Heat expires, 

And his cool'd locks breathe milder fires ! 



/.^. r<f^ /?/' :,r :„,\ ,'. . 
////// C^yMy" ^ifl x'.. d» A" 



dbyGoogk 



310 



RICHARD FLECKNO. 

Langbaine tells us, ** This gentleman was as famous as 
any in his age for indifferent metre ;" aiid adds, " his ac- 
quaintance with the nobility was more than with the 
Muses." He is said to have been originally a Jesuit, 
and was the author of five dramatic pieces ; but is less 
indebted to them than to the satire of Dryden for the 
celebrity of his name. Pope terms him an Irish priest 
who had laid aside (as himself expressed it) the mechanic 
part of priesthood. Mr. Malone says he died in the 
summer of 1678. Further particulars may be met with 
in Langbaine and the Biographia Dramatica. The fol- 
lowing specimens are taken from his " Miscellania. Or 
Poems of all sorts, with divers other Pieces," &c. Lon- 
don, 1653, 12mo. 



The Ant. 



Little think'st thou, poor ant, who there 
With so much toil, and so much time 

A grain or two to th* cell dost bear, 

There's greater work i* the world than thine. 



Nor is 't such wonder now in theef 

No more of the world nor things dost know, 
That all thy thoughts o' th* ground should be, 

And mind on things so poor and low. 



dbyGoogk 



RICHARD FLECKNO. 311 

But that man so base mind should bear, 

To fix it <xi a clod of ground, 
As there no greater business were, 

Nor greater worlds for to be found ! 

He so much of the man does want 

As metamorphos'd quite again. 
Whilst thou*rt but man tum'd groveling ant, 

Such grovelers seem but ants tum'd men. 



Extempore in praise of drinking Wine. 

The fountains drink caves subterrene. 
The rivulets drink the fountains dry ; 

Brooks drink those rivulets again, 
And them some river gliding by. 

Until some gulph o* th* sea drink them, 

And th' ocean drinks up that again. 

Of th' ocean then does drink the sky, 
When, having brew'd it into rain, 

The earth with drink it does supply, 
And plants do drink up that again. 

When tum'd to liquor in the vine, 

'Tis our turn next to drink the wine. 

By this who does not plainly see. 

How down our throats at once is hurl'd 
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(Whilst merrily we drinking be) 

The quintessence of all the world ? 
Whilst all drink then in land, air, sea, 
Let us too drink as well as they. 



Invocation of Silence. 

Still-born Silence ! thou that art 
Flood^te of the deeper heart ! 
Offspring of a heavenly kind, 
Frost o* th* mouth, and thaw o* th* mind. 
Secrecy's confident, and he 
Who makes religion mystery ! 
Admiration's speaking'st tongue ! 
Leave, thy desart shades among. 
Reverend hermits' hallowed cells. 
Where retir'd Devotion dwells ! 
With thy enthusiasms come, 
Seize our tongues, and strike us dumb ! 
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MATTHEW STEVENSON, 

Author of "Poems of a miscellany of Sonnets, Satyrs, 
Drollery, Panegyricks, Elegies, &c." London, 1673, ]2mo, 
a book which sometimes occurs with the title of *' Norfolk 
Drollery f and in 1685 was called " The Wits, or Poems 
and Songs on various Occasions.** A different volume of 
" Poems by Matthew Stevenson," appeared in 1665, and 
" Bellum Presbyteriale," an heroic poem, in 1661. In 
1654, he printed a 12mo miscellany, styled ** Occasion's 
Ofispring." Stevenson seems to have resembled Fleckno 
as a poet and publisher. The following song from the 
first-mentioned miscellany is tolerable. 



SONG. 

Carolina. 



Should I sigh out my days in grief, 
And, as my beads, count miseries, 

My wound would meet with no relief 
For all the balsam of mine eyes : 

I'll therefore set my heart at rest, 

And of bad market make the best. 

Some set their hearts on winged wealth, 
Others to honour's towers aspire ; 
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But give me freedom and my health, 
And there's the sum of my desire: 
If all the world should pay me rent, 
It could not add to my content. 

There is no fence against our (ate, 

£ve*8 daughters all are bom to sorrow ; 

Vicissitudes upon us wait 

That laugh to-day, and lower to-morrow. 

Why should we then, with wrinkled care, 

Deface what nature made so fair ? 
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UNCERTAIN AUTHORS. 



To his Mistress, 
[From " Wit restored,** a poetical mi8c«llany, 1658, 12mo.] 

I'll tell you whence die rose did first grow red, 
And whence the lily whiteness borrowed. 
You blushed; and then the rose with red was di^ht : 
The lily kist your hands ; and so came white : 
Before that time the rose was but a stain, 
The lily nought but paleness did contain. 
You have the native colour ! these — they die ; 
And only flourish in your livery ! 



Phillada flouts me, 
[From the same Collection.] 

Oh ! what a pain is love : 
How shall I bear it ? 

She will unconstant prove, 
I greatly fear it 

She so torments my mind. 
That my str^igth faileth, 
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And wavers with the wind. 

As a ship that saileth; 
Please her the hest I may. 
She looks another way; 
Alack and well-a-day ! 

Phillada flouts me ! 

All the fair yesterday 

She did pass by me ; 
She looked another way, 

And would not spy me. 
I woo*d her for to dine, 

But could not get her. 
Will had her to the wine; 

He might entreat her. 
With Daniel she did dance, 
On me she look*d askance, 
Oh, thrice unhappy chance ! 

Phillada flouts me ! 

Fair maid, be not so coy. 

Do not disdain me ! 
I am my mother's joy, 

Sweet, entertain me ! 
She'll give me, when she dies. 

All that is fitting; 
Her poultry, and her bees, 

And her geese sitting ; 



dbyGoogk 



UNCERTAIN AUTHORS. 317 

A pair of mattress beds, 
And a bag full of shreds ; 
And yet for all this goods 

Phillada flouts me ! 

She hath a clout of mine, 

Wrought with good Coventry, 
Which she keeps for a sign 

Of my fidelity. 
But i' faith, if she flinch. 

She shall not wear it; 
To Tibb, my t'other wench, 

I mean to bear it. 
And yet it grieves my heart 
So soon from her to part ! 
Death strikes me with his dart ! 
Phillada flouts me ! 

Thou shalt eat curds and cream 

All the year lasting; 
And drink the crystal stream. 

Pleasant in tasting: 
Whig and whey, whilst thou burst, 

And ramble-berry, 
Pye-lid and pastry- crust, 

Pears, plumbs, and cherry; 
Thy raiment shall be thin, 
Made of a weaver's skin.— 
Yet, all's not worth a pin ! 

Phillada flouts me ! 



dbyGoogk 



318 EEIOK OF CHARLES I. 

Fair maidens, have a care, 

And in time take me ! 
I can have those as fair. 

If you forsake roe : 
For Doll the dairy-maid 

Laughed on roe lately, 
And wanton Winifred 

Favours roe greatly. 
One throws milk on my clothes, 
T'other plays with my nose : 
What wanton signs are those ? 
Phillada flouts me 1 

I cannot work and sleep 

All at a season; 
Love wounds my heart so deep, 

Without all reason. 
I 'gin to pine away, 

With grief and sorrow, 
Like to a fatted beast 

Penn'd in a meadow. 
I shall be dead, I fear, 
Within this thousand year. 
And all for very fear ! 

Phillada flouts me ! 
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SONG. 

[From '^ The British Miscellany/^ where it is stated to be copied 
from an ancient MS \] 

Poor Chloris wept, and from her eyes 
The liquid tears ran trickling down ; 
(Such melting drops might well suffice 
To pay a ransom for a crown) 

And as she wept, she sighed and said, 
'* Alas for me, unhappy maid, 
That by my folly am betray'd ! 

** But when those eyes (unhappy eyes !) 

Met with the object of my wo, 
Methought our souls did sympathize, 
And it was death to hear a no. 
He woo*d; I granted; then befell 
My shame, which I do shame to tell : — 
Oh, that I had not lov'd so well! 

** And had I been so wise as not 

T* have yielded up my virgin fort ; 
My name had been without a blot, 
And thwarted th' envy of report. 

But now, my shame hath made me be 
A butt for time to point at me, 
And but a mark of misery. 

1 It is also to he found with some variations in the Westminster 
and Windsor Drolleries. 
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" But, now, in sorrow must I sit, 

And pensive thoughts possess my hieast; 
My silly soul with cares is split, 
And grief denies me wonted rest. 

Come then, black night, and screen me round, 
That I may never more be found. 
Unless in tears of sorrow drown'd !" 



[From an old MS. in Mr. Lloyd^s Collection.] 

Ye nimble dreams, with cobweb wings, 
That fly by night from brain to brain. 

And represent a world of things 
With much ado and little pain ! 

You, that find out the shortest ways 
Through every cranny, hole, or wall. 

That no perdues your passing stays, 
Nor jealousy, that catcheth all ! 

You visit ladies in their beds. 

And are so lusty in their ease ; 
You put fine fancies in their heads ! 

You make them think on what you please ! 

How highly am I bound to ye. 

Safe messengers of secrecy, 
That make my mistress think on me 

Just in the place where I would be. 
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Oh ! would I might myself prefer 

To be in place of one of you! 
Not for to visit, but serve her, 

That she may swear the dream was true. 



U'pon his Mistresses Inconstancy. 

[From the same MS.] 

Thou art pretty, but inconstant, 

Too, too lovely to be true ! 
Thine affections, in an instant, 

Struggle which shall first be new : 
This and that, and here and there. 

Only in thy thoughts appear. 

Thou art weary, thou art wavering. 

Coy, and in a while as kind; 
All thy passions, in a turning. 
Shift as often as the wind 

To and fro, and up and down: 
Change doth all thy actions crown. 

But to me thou ne'er art changed 

In thy wonted cruelty ! 
Still from me thou keep'st estranged; 
There's thy only constancy. 

Oh then, let thy next change be 
From neglect to love of me ! 

VOL. III. Y 
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If in that mind I could find ye, 
I would hold thee hat enow* 
This should be my trick to bind ye: 
Change I would as oft as you. 
Then, by my example taught. 
Thou shouldst see that change is naught. 



Cupid and the Clown^. 
[From the same MS.] 

As Cupid took his bow and bolt, 
Some birding sport to find, 

He chanced on a country swain 
Which was some yeoman's hind. 

Clown. " Well met, fair boy ! what sport abroad? 
It is a goodly day ; 
The birds will sit this firosty mom, 
You cannot choose but slay. 

'* Gadzooks ! your eyes are both put out ! 

You will not bird, I trow ? 
Alas, go home, or else I think 

The birds will laugh at you." 



j^A copy of this, with some variations, is printed in "^'»^ 
restored.'* 



dbyGoOgk 



UNCERTAIN AUTHORS. 323 

Cupid. " Why, man, thou dost deceive thyself. 
Or else my mother lies, 
Who said, altho' that I were blind. 
My arrows should have eyes." 

Clown, " Why then thy mother is a fool, 
And thou art but an elf. 
To let thy arrows to have eyes. 
And go without, thyself." 

Cupid, " Not so, sir swain, but hold your prate ; 
If I do take a shaft, 
I'll make thee ken what I can do !" 
With that the ploughman laugh*d. 

Then angry Cupid drew his bow. 
Clown, " For God's sake slay me not I" 
Cupid, " 1*11 make thy lither liver ache." 
Clown. "Nay! FU be loth of that!" 

The stinging arrow hit the mark. 

And pierc'd his silly soul ; 
You might know by his hollow eyes 

Where Love had made a hole. 

And so the clown went bleeding home; 

(To stay it was no boot) 
And found, that he could see to Ai7, 

That could not see to shoot, 
y2 
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To his forsaken Mistress. 

[The following song had been, in the first edition of this work, 
assigned to the reign of Charles I. on the internal evidence of its 
style and sentiment. The editor has lately found it in a musical 
miscellany, entitled '* Select Ayres and Dialogues," of which a 
second edition was printed for John Playford in 1659.] 

I DO confess thou'rt smooth and fair, 

And I mi^t have gone near to love thee; 

Had I not found the slightest prayer 

That lips could move, had power to move thee ; 

But I can let thee now alone 

As worthy to be lov'd by none. 

I do confess thou'rt sweet, yet find 

Thee such an unthrift of thy sweets, 
Thy favours are but like the wind 

Which kisseth every thing it meets. 
And since thou canst with more than one, 
Thou'rt worthy to be kiss'd by none. 

The morning rose that untouch'd stands, 

Arm'd with her briars, how sweet she smells ! 

But pluck'd and strain'd through ruder hands. 
Her sweets no longer with her dwells; 

But scent and beauty both are gone. 

And leaves fall firom her, one by one. 

Such fate, ere long, will thee betide. 
When thou hast handled been a while ! 
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With sere-flowers to be thrown aside, 

And I shall sigh, when some will smile, 
To see thy love to every one 
Hath brought thee to be lov'd by none ! 



To the Moon '. 
[Prom a MS.] 

Thou silent Moon, that look'st so pale. 

So much exhausted, and so faint. 
Wandering over hill and dale. 

Watching oft the kneeling saint — 
Hearing his groans float on the gale — 
No wonder thou art tir'd and pale. 

Yet I have often seen thee bring 

Thy beams o*er yon bare momitain*s steep ; 
Then, with a smile, their lustre fling 

Full on the dark and roaring deep ; 
When the pilgrim's heart did fail, 
And when near lost the tossing sail. 

Sure, that passing blush deceives ; 
For thou, fair nymph, art chaste and cold ! 

1 The editor has to apologize to the authoress of the two following 
beautiful little poems, Miss Scott, of Ancram, for having printed 
them without her permission. For inserting compositions so much 
m the spirit of one of the most interesting periods of our early poetry, 
though the productions of the reign of George III., he cannot think 
any apology due to the reader. 
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Love our blossmm seldom leaves ; 

But thou art of a different mould. 
Hail, chaste queen ! for ever hail ! 
And, prithee, look not quite so pale ! 

Yet stay — ^perhaps thou*rt travelled far, 
Exulting in thy conscious light ; 

Till, as I fear, some youthful Star 

Hath spread his charms before thy sight ; 

And, when he found his arts prevail, 

He left thee, sickening, faint, and pale. 



The Owl 
[From the same MS.] 

While the Moon, with sudden gleam, 
Through the clouds that cover her, 
Darts her light upon the stream, 
And the poplars gently stir, 
Pleas'd I hear thy boding cry ! 
Owl, that lov*st the cloudy sky. 
Sure, thy notes are harmony ! 

While the maiden, pale with care. 
Wanders to the lonely shade. 

Sighs her sorrows to the air. 

While the flowerets round her fade,- 
Shrinks to hear thy boding cry, — 
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Owl, that lov*st the cloudy aky, 
To her it is not harmony ! 

While the wretch, with mournful dole, 

Wrings his hands in agony. 
Praying for his brother's soul 
Whom he pierced suddenly, — 

Shrinks to hear thy boding cry, — 

Owl, that lov'st the cloudy sky, 

To him it is not harmony. 
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CHARLES II. 

(1660 to 1685.) 

** The restoration of royalty," says Lord Orford, " brought 
back the arts, not taste. Charles II. had a turn to me- 
chanics, none to the politer sciences — he was too indolent 
even to amuse himself. He introduced the fashions of the 
court of France, without its elegance. He had seen 
Louis XIV. countenance Comeille, Moliere, Boileau, 
Le Sueur, who forming themselves on the models of the 
ancients, seemed by the purity of their writings to have 
studied only in Sparta. Charles found as much genius at 
home ; but how licentious, how indelicate was the style 
he permitted or demanded I — The sectaries, in opposition 
to the king, had run into the extreme against politeness : 
the new court, to indemnify themselves, and mark aver- 
sion to their rigid adversaries, took the other extreme. 
Elegance and delicacy were the point from which both 
sides started different ways ; and taste was as little sought 
by the men of wit, as by those who called themselves the 
men of God." 

These remarks, though applied to a reign which has 
been immortalized by Dryden, and which produced the 
Paradise Lost of Milton, and the Hudibras of Butler, are 
certainly just. The detection of much political and reli- 
gious hypocrisy gradually produced an indifference to the 
cause of real piety and virtue ; and the morality imported 
from France by the king and his courtiers was scarcely 
worth the carriage. Of wit they had enough, and perhaps 
more than enough ; for gaiety was the business of their 
lives, not a relaxation : but their manners wanted dignity, 
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and even decency, and this want is generally observable 
in their literature. 

Dr. Johnson, in his critieisms on the smaller poems of 
Lord Rochester, has described nearly all the similar pro- 
ductions of his time. 

" As he cannot be supposed to have found leisure for 
any course of continued study, his pieces are commonly 
short, such as one fit of resolution would produce. 

*' His songs have no particular character ; they tell, 
like other songs, — of scorn and kindness, dismission and 
desertion, absence and inconstancy, with the common- 
places of artificial courtship. They are commonly smooth 
and easy ; but have little nature, and little sentiment." 
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ROBERT BARON 

Wa8 born in 1680, and received his education at Cam- 
bridge, after which he became a member of Gray's Inn. 
At the age of seyenteen he published a novel called " The 
Cyprian Academy," 8vo, in which he introduced two 
dramatic pieces of his own composition, and in hb riper 
age (says the editor of the Biographia Dramatica) wrote 
the tragedy of " Mirza.** He was also the author of a 
collection of poems, called ** Pocula Castalia," 1650, 
12mo, in which whatever is poetical appears to be pil- 
fered from other writers. In the following, taken from 
the first mentioned volume, he has borrowed largely fi^m 
Milton's Comus. Baron was the friend and correspondent 
of James Howell. 



EPITHALAMIUM. 



Mirth and nuptial joys betide 
The happy bridegroom, and fair bride ! 
Sol hath quench'd his glowing beam 
In the cool Atlantic stream : 
Now there shines no tell-tale sun ; 
Hymen's rites are to be done : 
Now love's revels 'gin to keep ; 
What have you to do with sleep ? 
You have sweeter sweets to prove ; 
Lovely Venus wakes, and love. — 
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Goddess of nocturnal sport, 

Always keep thy jocund court 

In this loving couple's arms ! 

(O that my prayers might prove charms!) 

Goddess of the marriage feast, 

Here approach at our request, 

Satumia ! whose car I saw 

A hamess'd team of peacocks draw 

Fiercely through the fleeting sky, 

Wherein sat thy majesty. 

On thee did an host attend 

Of bright goddesses. — Descend 

From that chariot, and bless 

Julia's womb with fruitfulness ! 

Make her, when nine months be run, 

Mother of a lovely son ! 

Let every year the queen of love 

Her new*fiird cradle rock and move ! 

Mirth and nuptial joys betide 

The happy bridegroom and fair bride ! 
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APHRA BEHN. 

The very curious life of this lady, who was generally and 
justly admired for her beauty, her wit, and her accom- 
plbhments, is to be found at large in Gibber, vol. III. 
and the Biographia Dramatica, where she is mentioned 
as the writer of no less than seventeen plays, besides 
several novels, poems, &c. The time of her birth is not 
accurately known, though it was during the reign of 
Charles I. She died in 1689. 



Love in fantastic triumph sat, 

While bleeding hearts around him flow'd, 
For whom fresh pains he did create, 

And strange tyrannic power he showed : 
From thy bright eyes he took his fire, 

Which round about in sport he hurl'd ; 
But 'twas from mine he took desire, 

Enough t' inflame the amorous world. 

From me he took his sighs and tears, 
From thee his pride and cruelty. 

From me his languishment and fears. 
And every killing dart from thee. 
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Thus thou and I the god have arni'd. 

And set him up a deity ; 
Bnt my poor heart alone is harm*d, 

Whilst thine the victor is, and free. 
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CHARLES COTTON 

Was bom at Beresford in Staffordshire, 1630. He re- 
ceiTed his education at Cambridge, and afterwards tra- 
▼elled : was twice married ; had several children ; resided 
principally at his family seat ; and died in 1687. A 
curious anecdote is related of him in the Biogniphia 
Dramatica. 

This pleasing and elegant author was chiefly distin- 
g^uished by his *' Yii^gil Travestie," and other burlesque 
translations, and in this style of writing was considered as 
only inferior to Butler. Vide ShielFs (commonly called 
Cibber*s) Lives of the Poets. His '* Complete Angler," 
republished by Sir John Hawkins together with that of 
Izaac Walton, is also a deservedly popular performance. 
The following pieces are extracted from his " Poems on 
several Occasions," 8vo, 1689. 



To Chloris. 



Lord ! how you take upon you still ! 

How you crow and domineer ! 
How ! still expect to have your will, 

And carry the dominion clear, 
As you were still the same that once you were ! 

Fie, Chloris ! 'tis a gross mistake ; 
Correct your error, and be wise ! 
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I kindly still your kindness take, 

But yet have leam'd, though love I prize, 
Your froward humours to despise, 
And now disdain to caU them cruelties. 

I was a fool whilst you were fair, 

And I had youth t' excuse it ; 

And all the rest are so that lovers are : 

I then myself your vassal sware. 

And could be still so (which is rare), 
• « • « 

But on condition that you not abuse it. 



'Tis beauty that to woman-kind 
Gives all the rule and sway ; 

Which once declining, or declined. 
Men afterwards unwillingly obey. 



Yet still you have enough, and more than needs, 

To rule a more rebellious heart than mine ; 
For as your eyes still shoot, my heart still bleeds, 
And I must be a subject still : 
Nor is it much against my will, 
Though I pretend to wrestle and repine. 

Your beauties sweet are in their height, 
And I must still adore; 
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New years new graces still create, 
Nay, maugre time, mischance, and fate. 
You in your very ruins shall have more 
Than all the beauties that have grac'd the world 
before. 



[Extract from **Contentation*' (32 stanzas,) addressed to Izaac 
Walton.] 

• • • » 

O SENSELESS man, that murmurs still 

For happiness, and does not know 
(E*en though he might enjoy his will) 

What he would have to make him so ! 

Is it true happiness, to be 

By undisceming Fortune plac'd 

In the most eminent degree. 

Where few arrive, and none stand fast ? 

Titles and wealth are Fortune's toils. 
Wherewith the vain themselves ensnare ; 

The great are proud of borrowed spoils. 
The miser's plenty breeds his care. 



Nor is he happy who is trim, 
Trick'd up in favours of the fair ; 
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Mirrors, with every breath made dim, 
Birds caught in every wanton snare. 



Tis contentation that alone 
Can make us happy here below ; 

And when this little life is gone, 
Will liil us up to heaven too. 

A very little satisfies 

An honest and a grateful heart ; 
And who would more than will suffice, 

Does covet more than is his part. 

That man is happy in his share. 
Who is warm clad, and cleanly fed ; 

Whose necessaries bound his care. 
And honest labour makes his bed. 



SONG. 

Prithee, why so angry, sweet ? 

'Tis in vain 

To dissemble a disdain : 
That frown i* th' infancy FU meet, 

And kiss it to a smile again. 

• • « » 

VOL. III. 
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When thy rosy dieek thus dhecks 

My offence, 

I could ain with a pretence ; 
Through that sweet chiding hlush there breaks 

So fair, so bright an innocence. 

Thus your very frowns entrap 

My desire. 

And inflame me to admire 
That eyes dress'd in an angry shape 

Should kindle as with amorous fire. 



ODX. 

Laura sleeping. 

Winds, whisper gently whilst she sleeps, 
And fan her with your cooling wings, 

Whilst she her drops of beauty weeps 
From pure, and yet-imrivall'd springs ! 

Glide over beauty's field, her face, 
To kiss her lip and cheek be bold. 

But with a calm and stealing pace. 
Neither too rude, nor yet too cold. 

Play in her beams and crisp her hair. 
With such a gale as wings soft love; 
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And with so sweet, so rich an tdr, 
As breathes from the Arabian grove. 

A breath as hush'd as lover's sigh, 
Or that unfolds the morning's door ; 

Sweet as the winds that gently fly 
To sweep the spring's enamell'd floor. 



The Joys of Marriage. 
[An ^ctnet.] 
How uneasy is his life 
Who is troubled with a wife ! 
Be she ne'er so fair or comely, 
Be she ne'er so foul or homely. 
Be she ne'er so young and toward, 
Be she ne'er so old and froward, 
Be she kind with arms infolding, 
Be she cross and always scolding. 
Be she blithe, or melancholy. 
Have she wit, or have she folly, 
Be she wary, be she squandering, 
Be she staid, or be she wandering, 
Be she constant, be she fickle. 
Be she fire, or be she ichU ; 
Be she pious, or imgodly, 
Be she chaste, or what sounds oddly : 
z 2 
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Lastly, be she good or evil, 
Be she saint, or be she devil ; — 
Yet, uneasy is his life 
Who is married to a wife. 



Laura weeping. 

Chaste, lovely Laura 'gan disclose. 
Drooping with sorrow, from her bed ; 

As with ungentle showers the rose. 

Overcharged with wet, declines her head. 

With a dejected look and pace 
Neglectingly she 'gan appear : 

When, meeting with her tell-tale glass. 
She saw the face of Sorrow there : 

Sweet Sorrow dress'd in such a look 
As Love would trick to catch Desire ; 

A shaded leaf in Beauty's book, 
Charactered with clandestine fire. 



Then a full shower of pearly dew 
Upon her snowy breast 'gan fall, 

As in due homage to bestrew 
Or mourn her beauty's funeral. - 
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So have I seen the springing Mom 
In dark and humid vapours clad, 

Not to eclipse, but to adorn 

Her glories by that conquer'd shade. 

Spare, Laura, spare those beauty's twins. 
Do not our world of beauty drown ! 

Thy tears are balm for others' sins. 
Thou know'st not any of thine own. 

Then let them shine forth, to declare 

The sweet serenity within. 
May each day of thy life be fair. 

And to eclipse one hour be sin ! 
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MARTIN LLUELLYN 

Is mentioned by Winstanley as having been bred a stu- 
dent at Christ^hurch, and having practised physic. Ac- 
cording to Wood (Fasti, II. 103) he took the degree of 
M.D. in 1653. His poem called " Men-Miracles," was 
published, with a few smaller pieces, in 1646, 12mo again 
in 1656, and reprinted in 1661, under the title of ^ Uael- 
lin's Marrow of the Moses." The work is a good sadie 
on trayellers, written in what u now called Hudibrastic 



SONG. 

Celia in Love. 



I FELT my hearty and found a flame 
That for relief and shelter came ; 
I entertained the treacherous guest, 
And gave it welcome in my breast. 
Poor Celia ! whither wilt thou go ? 
To cool in streams, or freeze in snqw ? 
Or gentle Zephyrus intreat 
To chill thy flames, and fan thy heat? 
Perhaps a taper's fading beams 
May die in air, or quench in streams : 
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But love is a mysterious fire, 
Nor can in air or ice expire : 
Nor will this Phcenix be supprest 
But with the ruin of his nest. 
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JOHN DRYDEN 

Was born in 1631 : died in 1701. From the works of 
this admirable poet the following specimen is selected, 
because it seems to have escaped the notice of former 
collectors, though written with all the characteristic fire 
and spirit of its author. 



[^The Invocation of the Ghost of Laius hy Tires%as.'\ 
[From the Tragedy of" CEdipus."] 

TVr. Choose the darkest part o' th* grove ; 

Such as ghosts at noon-day love. 

Dig a trench, and dig it nigh 

Where the bones of Laius lie : 

Altars rais*d of turf or stone 

Will th' infernal powers have none. — 

Answer me, if this be done. 
Chor^ 'Tis done. 

TfV. Is the sacrifice made fit ? — 
Draw her backward to the pit ; 
Draw the barren heifer back : 
Barren let her be, and black. 
Cut the curled hair that grows 
Full betwixt her horns and brows : 
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And turn your faces from the sun. — 
Answer me, if this be done. 
Chor, 'Tis done. 

Tir. Pour in blood, and bk>od-like wine, 
To mother Earth and Proserpine ; 
Mingle milk into the stream ; 
Feast the ghosts that love the stream : 
Snatch a brand from funeral pile ; 
Toss it in to make them boil : 
And turn your faces from the sun. — 
Answer me, if all be done. 

Chor, All is done. 



1. Hear, ye sullen powers, below I 

Hear, ye taskers of the dead ! 

2. You that boiling cauldrons blow ! 

You that scum the molten lead ! 

3. You that pinch with red-hot tongs ! 

1. You that drive the trembling hosts 
Of poor, poor ghosts 

With sharpened prongs ! 

2. You that thrust them off the brim ! 
You that plunge them when they swim ! 
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1. Till they drown; 
Till they go 
On a row 
Down, down, down, 
Ten thousand, thousand, thousand fathoms low. 
Chor. Till they drown, ScC. 

1. Music for a while 
Shall your cares beguile : 

Wondering how your pains were eas*d ! 

2. And disdaining to be pleas'd ! 

3. Till Alecto free the dead 

From their eternal bands ; 
Till the snakes drop from her head, 
And whip from out her hands. 
1. Come away. 

Do not stay, 
But obey 
While we play. 
For hell's broke up, and ghosts have holy-day. 
Chor. Come away, &c. 
1. Laius ! 2. Laius ! 3. Laius 1 
1. Hearl 2. Hear! 3. Hear! 
Tir. Hear and appear ! 

By the Fates that spun thy thread ! 
Chor, Which are three — 
Tir. By the Furies fierce and dread ! 
Chor. Which are three — 
Tir. By the judges of the dead ! 
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Chor. Which are three — 

Three times three — 
Tir. By hell's blue flame ! 
By the Stygian lake ! 
And by Demogorgon's name 

At which ghosts quake ! 
Hear and appear! 
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JOHN COLLOP. 

Hx6 productions were printed by himself, with the arro- 
gant title of " Poesis Redeviva : or Poesie Revit'd," 
1656, 12mo. How far this rhyming physician promoted 
the revival of the Muses, will best appear by the follow- 
ing specimen. 



On a retired Lady. 

Spriko of beauty, mine of pleasure, 
Why so like a miser treasure ? 
Or a richer jewel set 
In a viler cabinet? 

Virtue and vice 

Know but one price; 

Seem both allied; 

Ne'er distinguished if ne*er tried. 

The Sun's as fair, as bright as you, 
And yet expos'd to public view ; 
Who, if envious grown, or proud, 
He masks his beauty in a cloud, 

♦ • ♦ ♦ 

The Wind and Rain 

Him back again 
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In sighs and tears 

Woo, till smiling he appears. 



Ceruse or Stibium can prevail, 
No art repairs where age makes fail. 
Then, Euphormia, be not still 
A prisoner to a fonder will; 

Nor let's in vain 

Thus Nature blame, 

'Cause she confines 

To barren grounds the richer mines. 
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SIR JOHN MENNIS, AND JAMES SMITH. 

These gentlemen were joint authors of a l2mo Tolume, 
twice publbhed, in 1655 and 1656, under the title of 
" Musarum DeUciee," from whence the subieqaent fiinci- 
ful little poem is extracted. 

The former was bom in 1598, and died in 1670. Hav- 
ing studied at Corpus Christi College, Oxford, for some 
years, he became equally remarkable for the yersatility of 
hb talents, and the variety of his occupations. We find 
him successively a militia officer, commander of a troop 
of horse, captain of a ship, vice admiral, governor of Dover 
castle, and chief comptroller of the navy. Besides being 
a great traveller, and singularly well-versed in marine 
affairs and ship-building. Wood tells us he was "an 
honest and stout man, generous and reli^ous, and well 
skilled in physic and chemistry." To complete all, he 
was **poeHcalli/ given," and is said not only to have as- 
dsted Suckling in hb compositions, but to have ridiculed 
him and his runaway troop in a well-known ballad. (Vide 
Percy, vol. ii. p. 327, 4th edit.) 

Smith was bom about 1604, educated at Chrbt Church 
and Lincoln Colleges, in Oxford ; afterwards naval and 
military chaplsdn to H. Earl of Holland, and domestic 
chaplain to ITho. Earl of Cleveland ; and amongst other 
preferments, on hb majesty's return, became canon and 
chauntor in Exeter cathedral. In 1661 he was created 
D.D. and died in 1667. 

Wood informs us he was much in esteem " with the 
poetical wits of that time, particularly with Philip Mas- 
singer, who caird him his son." 

In " Wit restored,** a miscellany already quoted, many 
of hb pieces are to be met with. 
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King OheroiCs Apparel. 
[From 78 lines.] 

When the monthly-homed queen 
Grew jealous that the stars had seen 
Her rising from Endymion*s arms, 
In rage she throws her misty charms 
Into the bosom of the night, 
To dim their curious prying light. 

Then did the dwarfish fairy elves 
(Having first attir'd themselves) 
Prepare to dress their Oberon king 
In highest robes for revelling: 
In a cob-web shirt, more thin 
Than ever spider since could spin, 
Bleach'd by the whiteness of the snow, 
As the stormy winds did blow 
It in the vast and freezing air: 
No shirt half so fine, so fair. 

A rich waistcoat they did bring 
Made of the trout-fly's gilded wing. 
« * • « 

The outside of his doublet was 

Made of the four-leav'd true-love grass 

• « « * 

On every seam there was a lace 

Drawn by the unctuous Miail's slow trace ; 
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To it the purest silver thread 
Compar*d did look like duU pale lead. 
Each button was a sparkling eye 
Ta'en from the speckled adder's fry, 
Which in a gloomy night and dark 
Twinkled like a fiery spark : 
And, for coolness, next his skin, 
Twas with white poppy lin*d within. 



A rich mantle he did wear 
Made of tinsel gossamer, 
Be-starred over with a few 
Diamond drops of morning dew. 

His cap was all of ladies'-love : 
So passing light, that it did move, 
If any humming gnat or fly 
But buzz'd the air in passing by. 
About it was a wreath of pearl, 
Dropp'd from the eyes of some poor girl 
Pinch'd because she had forgot 
To leave fair water in the pot 
And, for feather, he did wear 
Old Nisus' &tal purple hair. 

The sword they girded on his thigh. 
Was smallest blade of finest rye. 
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A pair of buskins they did bring, 
Of the cow-lady*s coral wing, 
Powdered o'er with spots of jet, 
And lin'd with purple violet. 
His belt was made of myrtle leaves, 
Plaited in small curious threaves, 
Beset with amber cowslip studs, 
And fring'd about with daisy buds ; 
In which his bugle horn was hung. 
Made of the babbling Echo's tongue ; 
Which, set unto his moon-bum'd lip, 
He winds, and then his fairies skip. 
At that the lazy dawn 'gan sound. 
And each did trip a fairy round. 



VOL. III. A a 
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THOMAS FLATMAN, 

A MISERABLE imitator of Cowley, was bom about 1635, 
educated at Winchester School, and New College, Ox- 
ford, and becoming afterwards a barrister of the Inner 
Temple, neglected the law to pursue his inclination to 
painting and poetry. <* Some of his tasteless contempo- 
raries," says Mr. Granger, ** thought him equally excellent 
in both ; but one of his heads is worth a ream of his pin- 
darics, I had almost said, all the pindarics written in this 
reign. He really excelled as an artist : a man must want 
an ear for harmony, that can admire his poetry, and even 
want eyes that can cease to admire his painting." Not- 
withstanding, the Duke of Ormond was so pleased with 
Flatman's ode on the death of his son, the Earl of Ossoty, 
that he sent him a diamond ring worth 100/. ; and Phillips, 
by no means an indiscriminate panegyrist, commends hb 
ingenuity in poetry as well as painting. The first edition 
of his poems appeared in 1674, the fourth in 1682. His 
death took place in 1688. Vide Walpole's Anecdotes of 
Painting in England. 

" This person," says Wood, (Ath. ii. 826) « was in his 
younger days much against marriage, and made a song 
describing the cumbrances of it, beginning thus — 

'' Like a dog vrlth a bottle tied close to his tail ; 
Like a tory in a bog, or a thief in a jail/* &c. 

But being afterwards smitten with a fair virgin, and 
more with her fortune, did espouse her, 26th Nov. 1672; 
whereupon his ingenious comrades did serenade him that 
night, while he was in the embraces of his mbtress, with 
the said song. 

Of the three following extracts, the first is in the best 
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style of his poetry ; the wcond a ipecimen of his wit ; 
and the third is remarkable from its having been imitated 
by Mr. Pope in his ode of " The Dying Christian." 



SONG. 

The Renegade, 



Removed firom fair Urania's eyes 

Into a village far away, 

Fond Astrophil began to say ; 
*' Thy charms, Urania, I despise I 
Go, bid some other shepherd for thee die 
That never understood thy tyranny !" 

Returned at length the amorous swain. 

Soon as he saw his deity, 

Ador*d again and bow'd his knee. 
Became her slave, and wore her chain. 
The needle thus, that motionless did lie. 
Trembles and moves when the lov*d loadstone's nigh. 



Batchelor's Song. 

[Second Part.] 

How happy a thing were a wedding. 
And a bedding, 

A a 2 
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If a man might purchase a wife 

For a twelvemonth and a day : 
But to live with her all a man's life, 
For ever and for aye; 
Till she grow as grey as a cat, — 
Good faith, Mr. Parson, I thank you for that. 



A Thought of Death. 

[From 20 lines.] 

When on my sick hed I languish, 
Full of sorrow, full of anguish ; 
Fainting, gasping, trembling, crying, 

Panting, groaning, speechless, dying, — 

• • • • 

Methinks I hear some gentle spirit say, 
Be not fearful, come away ! 
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SIR CHARLES SEDLEY, 

Son of Sir John Sedley, of Aylesford in Kent, Bart., was 
bom about 1639, entered at Wadham College, Oxford, 
1656, where he spent only a short time, lived in retire- 
ment during Cromwell's usurpation, and coming to court 
after the Restoration, soon distingubhed himself by supe- 
rior wit and debauchery amongst the witty and profligate 
companions of Charles II. His conduct in parliament 
showed that he possessed in an equal degree the talents 
necessary for serious business. He was the author of six 
plays, and of a volume of poems, and died in 1701. 

See a more particular account in the Biographia Dra- 
matica. 



BONO. 

Phillis, let's shun the common &te, 
And let our love ne'er turn to hate. 
I'll doat no longer than I can, 
Without being call'd a faithless man. 
When we begin to want discourse, 
And kindness seems to taste of force, 
As freely as we met we'll part ; 
Each one possess'd of their own heart. 
Thus, whilst rash fools themselves undo, 
We'll game, and give off savers too. 
So equally the match we'll make. 
Both shall be glad to draw the stake : 



dbyGoogk 



358 REION OF CHa'rLES II. 

A smile of thine shall make my bliss, 
I will enjoy thee in a kiss. 
If from this height our kindness fall, 
We'll bravely scorn to lore at afl. 
If thy a£fecdon first decay, 
I wiU the blame on nature lay. 
AJasl what cordial can remove 
The hasty fate of dying Love ? 
Thus we will all the world excel, 
In loving and in parting well. 



SONO. 

Not, Celia, that I juster am 

Or better than the rest ; 
For I would change each hour like then. 

Were not my heart at rest. 

But I am 4ied to very thee 

By every thoiight I have : 
Thy £M)e I aeiy care to see. 

Thy heart I only €rav«. 

All that in woman is Rdor'd, 

In thy dear self i find ; 
For the whole sex can but afford 

The handsome and the kind. 
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Why then should I seek further store, 

And still make love anew ? 
When change itself can give no more, 

'Tis easy to be true. 



To Chloris. 



Chloris, I cannot say your eyes 
Did my unwary heart surprise ; 
Nor will I swear it was your face, 
Your shape, or any nameless grace ; 
For, you are so entirely fair. 
To love a part injustice were. 

No drowning man can know which drop 
Of water his last breath did stop : 
So when the stars in heaven appear. 
And join to make the night look clear, 
The light we no one's bounty call. 
But the obliging gift of all. 

He that doth lips or hands adore 
Deserves them only, and no more : 
But I love all, and every part, 
And nothing less can ease my heart. 
Cupid that lover weakly strikes, 
Who can express what 'ds he likes. 
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Indifference excused. 

LovEy when 'ds true, needs not the aid 
Of sighs, nor oaths, to make it known : 

And to convince the cruel'st maid, 
Lovers should use their love alone. 

Into their very looks 'twill steal, 

And he that most would hide his flarae 

Does in that case his pain reveal : 
Silence itself can love proclaim. 

This, my Aurelia, made me shun 
The paths that common lovers tread, 

Whose guilty passions are hegun 
Not in their heart, hut in their head. 

I could not sigh, and with crossed arms 
Accuse your rigour, and my fate ; 

Nor tax your heauty with such charms 
As men adore, and women hate ; 

But careless liv'd, and without art, 

Knowing my love you must have spied; 

And thinking it a foolish part 

To set to show what none can hide. 
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To a devout young Gentlewoman. 

Phillis, this early zeal assuage ! 

You overact your part : 
The martyrs at your tender age 

Gave heaven but half their heart. 

Old men till past the pleasure ne'er 

Declaim against the sin : 
'Tis early to begin to fear 

The devil at fifteen. 

The world to youth is too severe, 

And, like a treacherous light, 
Beauty the actions of the fair 

Exposes to their sight. 

And yet this world, as old as 'tis, 

Is of): deceived by 't too : 
Kind combinations seldom miss : 

Let's try what we can do. 



SONO. 



Get you gone — you will undo me 
If you love me, don*t pursue me ! 
Let that inclination perish, 
Which I dare no longer cherish ! 
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With harmless thoughts I did begin, 
But in the crowd Love entered in ; 
I knew him not, he was so gay, 
So innocent, and full of play. 

At every hour, in every place, 
I either saw, or form'd your &ce : 
All that in plays was finely writ 
Fancy for you and me did fit. 

My dreams at night were all of you, 
Such as till then I never knew. 
I sported thus with young Desire, 
Never intending to go higher. 

But now his teeth and daws are grown, 
Let me the fatal lion shun ; 
You found me harmless — leave me so ! 
For, were I not, you'd leave me too. 



SONG. 



Love still has something of tlie sea. 
From whence his mother rose : 

No time his slaves from doubt can free, 
Nor give their thoughts repose. 
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They are becalm'd in clearest days, 

And in rough weather tost, 
They wither under cold delays, 

Or are in tempests lost. 

One while they seem to touch the port. 

Then straight into the main 
Some angry wind, in cruel sport. 

The vessel drives again. 

At first disdain and pride they fear, 

Which if they chance to 'scape, 
Rivals and falsehood soon appear, 

In a more dreadful shape. 

By such degrees to joy they come, 

And are so long withstood. 
So slowly they receive the sum, 

It hardly does them good. 

'Tis cruel to prolong a pain. 

And to defer a joy, 
Believe me, gentle Celemene, 

Offends the winged boy. 

An hundred thousand oaths your fears 

Perhaps would not remove ; 
And, if I gaz'd a thousand years, 

I could no deeper love. 
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SOKO. 

Fair Amjrnta, art thou mad, 

To let the world in me 
Envy joys I never had, 

And censure them in thee ? 

Fiird with grief for what is past, 

Let us at length be wise ; 
And to Love's true enjoyments haste. 

Since we have paid the price. 

Love does easy souls despise 
Who lose themselves for toys, 

And escape for those devise 
Who taste his utmost joys. 

Love should like the year be crown'd 

With sweet variety ; 
Hope should in the spring abound, 

Kind fears, and jealousy. 

In the summer, flowers should rise, 

And in the autumn, fruit ; 
His spring doth else but mock our eyes, 

And in a scoff salute. 
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The Indifference, 

Thanks, fair Urania, to your scorn, 
I now am free, as I was bom« 
Of all the pain that I endur'd 
By your late coldness I am cur'd. 

In losing me, proud nymph, you lose 
The humblest slave your beauty knows : 
In losing you, I but throw down 
A haughty tyrant from her throne. 

My ranging love did never find 
Such charms of person and of mind ; 
YouVe beauty, wit, and all things know,— 
But where you should your love bestow. 

I, unawares, my freedom gave. 
And to those tyrants grew a slave : 
Would you have kept what you had won, 
You should have more compassion shown. 

Love is a burthen, which two hearts, 
When equally they bear their parts. 
With pleasure carry ; but no one, 
Alas ! can bear it long alone. 

I*m not of those who court their pain, 
And make an idol of disdain : 
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My hope m love does ne'er expire, 
But it exdngoishes desire : 

Nor yet of those who, iQ receiv'd, 
Would have it otherwise believ'd ; 
And, where their love could not prevail, 
Take the vain liberty to rail. 

Whoe'-er would make his victor less 
Must his own weak defence confess; 
And, while her power he does de&mie. 
He poorly doubles his own shame. 

Even that malice does betray. 
And speak concern another way ; 
And all such scorn in me is but 
The smoke of fires ill put out. 

He's still in torment, whom the rage 
To detraction does engage : 
In love, indifference is sure 
The only sign of perfect cure. 



SONG. 



*^ Hears not my Phillis, how the birds 
Their feathered mates salute ? 

They tell their passion in their words ; — 
Must I alone be mute ?" 
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Phillis, without frown or smile, 
Sat and knotted all the while. 

** The god of love in thy bright eyes 

Does like a tyrant reign ; 
But in thy heart a child he lies, 

Without his dart or flame.*' 
Phillis, &c. 

'* So many months in silence past. 

And yet in raging love, 
Might well deserve one word at last 

My passion should approve." 
Phillis, &c. 

^' Must then your faithful swain expire, 

And not one look obtain, 
Which he, to sooth his fond desire. 

Might pleasingly explain ?" 
Phillis, without frown or smile. 
Sat and knotted all the while. 



SONO. 



Phillis is my only joy, 

Faithless as the winds or seas ; 
Sometimes coming, sometimes coy, 

Yet she never fails to please. 
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If with a frown 
I am cast down, 
Phillis smiling, 
And beguiling, 
Makes me happier than before. 

Though, alas ! too late I find 
Nothing can her fancy fix ; 
Yet the moment she is kind, 
I forgive her all her tricks. 
Which though I see, 
I can't get free ; 
She deceiving, 
I believing ; 
What need lovers wish for more ? 



Out of Lycophron, 

What shall become of man so wise 
When he dies ? 
None can tell 
Whether he goes to heaven or hell, 
Or, after a few moments dear, 
He disappear ; 
And at last 
Perish entirely like a beast ? 
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But women, wine, and mirth, we know, 
Are all the joys he has below : 
Let us then ply those joys we have ; 
'Tis vain to think beyond the grave. 
Out of our reach the gods have laid 

Of time to come di* event. 

And laugh to see the fools afraid 

Of what the knaves invent. 



VOt. III. B b 



dbyGoogk 



370 



GEORGE DIGBY, EARL OF BRISTOL, 

Was born in Madrid, 1612 : died 1676. " A singular 
person," says Lord Orford, ** whose life was one contn^ 
diction. He wrote agunst popery, and embraced it ; he 
was a zealous opposer of the court, and a sacrifice for it ; 
was conscientiously converted in the midst of his prose- 
cution of Lord Strafford, and was most unconscientionsly 
a prosecutor of Lord Clarendon. With great parts, he 
always hurt himself and his friends ; with romantic bravery, 
he was always an unsuccessful commander. He spoke for 
the test act though a Roman Catholic ; and addicted 
himself to astrology on the birth-day of true philosophy." 
For particulars of his life, and a catalogue of his writings, 
vide Wood, Ath. ii. 579. 

This eccentric man composed a comedy called " Elvira," 
from whence the following song is extracted. It was 
printed in 1667, and obtained his lordship a place in 
Suckling's Session of the Poets. 



SONG. 

See, O see ! 
How every tree, 
Every bower, 
Every flower, 
A new life gives to others* joys, 
Whilst that I 
Grief-stiicken lie, 
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Nor can meet 

With any sweet 
But what faster mine destroys. 
What are all the senses' pleasures, 
When die mind has lost all measures ? 

Hear, O hear ! 

How sweet and clear 

The nightingale 

And water8*-fall 
In concert join for others* ears. 

Whilst to me, 

For harmony, 

Every air 

Echoes despair, 
And every drop provokes a tear. 
What are all the senses' pleasures, 
When the mind has lost all measures ! 



B b 2 
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ROBERT VEEL 

Was born at Alveston, in Gloucestershire; entered of 
Edmund Hall, Oxford, in 1663, aged fifteen ; "continued 
there,* says Wood, ** about ten terms ; went to the great 
city, lived after the manner of poets, in a debauched way, 
and wrote partly for the use of his idle and vain com- 
panions, but more to gain money to carry on the trade of 
folly." Among other things he was the author of '* New 
Court^Songs and Poems," 8vo. 1672. He seems to have 
been an easy versifier, though without much originality. 



Vanity of Worldly Happiness, 

How eager are our vain pursuits 
Of pleasure, and of worldly joys ! 

And yet, how empty are the fruits ! 
How full of trouble, grief, and noise ! 

We to our ancestors new follies add, 

Proving ourselves less happy, and more mad. 

What, but a tempest, is the world, 
Whereon this bark of ours is tost ? 

Which, by ambition wildly hurl'd, 
Is split against a rock, and lost ! 
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The safer vulgar this with wonder see, 
And from our ruin learn humility. 

With costly silks we do adorn 

These stalking pageants, made of clay, 

Whose very flowers, while they are worn, 
But emblems are of our decay : 

Battered by sickness, or inflam*d by lust. 

Or undermined by time, we fall to dust. 



SONG. 

Frailty of Beauty, 

As poor Aurelia sat alone. 

Hard by a river's flowery side. 
Envious at Nature's new-bom pride. 

Her slighted self thus she reflected on. 

Alas ! that Nature should revive 

These flowers, which after winter's snow 
Spring fresh again, and brisker show ; 

And for our brighter sex so ill contrive ! 

Beauty, like them, a short-liv'd thing. 

On us in vain she did bestow ; 

Beauty, that only once can grow. 
An autumn has, but knows no second spring. 
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See how the feather'd blossoms through the air 
Traverse a thousand various paths, to find 

On the impurer earth a place that's fair, 
Courting the conduct of each faithless wind ! 

See how they seem to hover near their end. 
Nicely supported on their doubtful wings, 

Yet all by an impulse of fate descend. 

On dunghills some, some on the courts of kings. 

Of warmest vapours, which the sun exhales, 
All are composed ; and in a short liv'd hour 

Their dazzling pride and coyest beauty falls. 
Dissolved by Phoebus, or a weeping shower. 

All of one matter form'd, to one return : 

Their fall is greatest who are plac'd most high : 

Let not the proud presume, or poorest mourn : 
Their fate*s decreed, and every one must die. 

Boast not of endless wealth, or noble birth ; 
From earth all come, all must return to earth. 
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JOHN WILMOT, EARL OP ROCHESTER, 

Was bora in 1648, and died in 1680. The anecdotes of 
his life are too numerous for abridgment, and too well 
known to require insertion in this place. 



SONG. 

Insulting beauty, you mis-spend 
Those frowns upon your slave ; 
Your scorn against such rebels bend, 
Who dare with confidence pretend 
That other eyes their hearts defend 
From all die charms you have. 

Your conquering eyes so partial are. 

Or mankind is so dull, 
That, while I languish In despair, 
Many proud senseless hearts declare, 
They find you not so killing fidr. 

To wish you merciful. 

They an inglorious freedom boast ; 
I triumph in my chain ; 



dbyGoogk 



376 EEION OF CHAELX8 U. 

Nor am I unreTeng'd, though lost, 

Nor you unpimish'd though unjust, 

When I alone, who love you most. 

Am kill'd with your disdain. 
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SIR FRANCIS FANE. 

Tnistiuihor, who was grandson to the Earl of Westmore- 
land, and Knight of the Bath, is very highly commended 
by Langbaine. Besides a few poems printed in Tate's 
Miscellanies, he published two plays, viz. *' Love in the 
Dark," a comedy, 1675, and " The Sacrifice,** a tragedy, 
1686 ; and a masque. The fdlowing is extracted from 
his comedy. 



Cupid, I scorn to b^ the art 

From thy imaginary throne, 
To learn to womid another's heart, 

Or how to heal-my own. 

If she be coy, my airy mind 
Brooks not a siege ; if she be kind, 
She proves my scorn that was my wonder ; 
For, towns that yield I hate to plunder. 

Love is a game ; hearts are the prize; 
Pride keeips the stakes ! Art throws the dice : 

When either's won 

The game is done. 
Love is a coward, hunts the flying prey. 
But when it once stands still. Love runs away. 
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SONG. 
(Prom "The Academy of Complimentg," edit. 1671.} 

Comb, Chloris^ hie we to the hower, 
To sport U8 ere the day be done ! 

Such is thy power, that every flower 
Will ope to thee as to the sun. 

And if a flower but chance to die 

With my sighs' blast or mine eyes' rain, 

Thou can'st revive it with thine eye, 
And with thy breath make sweet again. 

The wanton suckling, and the vine. 

Will strive for th' honour, who first may 

With their green arms encircle thine, 
To keep the burning sun away. 



[From '' Winaior DroUery,'* London, I67Z] 

CupiD once was weary grown 
With women's errands — laid him down 
On a refreshing rosy bed : — 
The same sweet covert harboured 
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A bee ; and as she always had 
A quarrel with love's idle lad, 
Stings the soft boy : pain and strong fears 
Straight melt him into cries and tears. 
As wings and feet would let each other. 
Home he hastens to his mother ; 
Then on her knees he hangs his head, 
And cries, '' O mother, I am dead ! 
An ugly snake, they call a bee, 
(O see it swell) hath murder'd me." 
Venus with smiles replied, " O sir. 
Does a bee's sting make all this stir? 
Think what pains then attend those darts 
Wherewith thou still art wounding hearts. 
E'en let it smart ! — may chance that then 
Thou'lt learn more pity towards men." 



A Catholic Hymn. 

[Printed among other ** Miscellanies '* in *^ The Poems of Ben 
Johnson, junior," 1672. It is also to be found in "Withers Redi- 
yivus, in a small new-year*s-gift,^* 4to, 1689, and there called, *^ A 
copy firom yerses long since made." The text of the latter has been 
preferred in the following extract.] 

Opinion rules the human state. 

And domineers in every land : 
Shall sea or mountain separate 

Whom God hath join'd in nature's band ? 
Dwell they far off, or dwell they near. 
They're all my father's children dear. 
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Lend me the bright wings of the mom, 

That I from hence may take my flight 
From Cancer unto Capricorn, 

Far swifter than the lamp of night : 
Where'er my winged soul doth fly 
All's fair and lovely in mine eye. 

Features and colours of the hair, 

These all do meet in harmony ; 
The black, the brown, the red, the fair, 
All tinctures of variety : 
In single simple love alone 
These various colours are but one. 

r th' phlegmatic I sweetness find, 

The melancholy, grave, and wise ; 
The sanguine, merry to my mind. 
From choler flames of love arise ; 
In single simple love alone 
All these complexions are but one. 

The nightingale doth never say 

(Though he be king of melody) 
Unto the cuckoo or the jay. 

Why sing you not so sweet as I ? 
Each tunes his harp in love alone. 
These various notes are all but one. 
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With open arms let me embrace 

The Heathen, Christian, Turk, or Jew, 
The lovely and deformed face. 
The sober and the jovial crew. 
In single simple love alone 
All forms and features are but one. 



Reason. 



[In " Miscellany Poems and Translations by Oxford bands/* 
Printed for Antbony Stepbens, 1685, 8to.] 

[From 8 stanzas.] 

Reason, thou vain impertinence. 
Deluding hypocrite, begone ! 

And go and plague your men of sense, 
But let my love and me alone I 

« • • • 

In vain some dreaming thinking fool 
Would make thee o*er our senses reign. 

And all our noble passions rule. 
And constitute this creature man. 

In vain some dotard may pretend 
Thou art our torch to happiness — 

To happiness — which poor mankind 
As little know as Paradise. 
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At best, thou'rt but a glimmeriiig light, 
Which ■erves not to direct our way ; 

But, like the moon, confounds our s^t, 
And only shows it is not day. 

• • • • 



Coyness. 

Lin tke nme Oolleciion.] 
[From 6 staniaa.] 

Nat, I confess I should despise 

A too, too easy-gotten prize ! 

Be coy, be cruel yet a while, 

Nor grant one gracious look or smile ! 

Then every little grace from thee 

Will seem a heaven on earth to me. 

If thou would'st have me still love on 
With all the flames I first begun. 
Then you must still as scornful be : 
For, if you once but bum like me, 
My flames will languish and be gone. 
Like fire shin*d on by the sun. 
• • • « 

Nor lay these arts too soon aside. 
In hopes your lover fast is tied ; 
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For I have oft an angler seen, 
With over-haste, lose all again ; 
When, if the fool had longer stay'd, 
The harmless fish had been betrayed. 



Ancient Song, 
[Prom DrydenS Collection. Vol. vi. S41, ed. 1716.1 

A SILLY shepherd woo^d, but wist not 
How he might his mistress' &vour gain. 

On a time they met, but kiss'd not : — 
Ever after that he sued in vain. 

Blame her not, alas, though she said nay 

To him that might, but fled away. 

Time perpetually is changing ; 

Every moment alteration brings ; 
Love and beauty still estranging ; 

Women, are, alas, but wanton things ! 
He that will his mistress* favour gain, 
Must take her in a merry vein. 

A woman's fancy's like a fever, 

Or an ague, that doth come by fits ; 

Hot and cold, but constant never. 
Even as the pleasant humour hits. 

Sick, and well again, and well, and sick, 

In love it is a woman's trick. 
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Now she will, and then she will not ; 

Put her to the trial, if once she smile : 
Silly youth, thy fortunes spill not ; 

Lingering labours oft themselves beguile. 
He that knocks, and can't get in. 
His pick-look is not worth a pin. 

A woman's nay is no denial ; 

Silly youths of love are served so ; 
Put her to a further trial ; 

Haply she'll take it, and say no. 
For 'tis a trick which women use. 
What they love they will refuse. 

Silly youth, why dost thou dally ? 

Having got time and season fit ; 
Then never stand " Sweet, shall I ? shall I ? " 

Nor too much commend an afier-wit ; 
For, he that will not when he may. 
When he will he shall have nay. 
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CONCLUSION. 



As it was a principal object of this Miscellany, to collect 
such a series of early poetry as should exhibit specimens 
of our language through all its gradations, it may, per- 
haps, be convenient to tlie reader to bring into one point 
of yiew the various conclusions or conjectures which these 
specimens have suggested. These are dispersed through 
the first volume of the work, so as to form a succinct and 
intelli^ble, if not a satisfactory history of the formation 
and early progress of the Englbh language. 

The Saxon conquerors, of this country, having been 
converted to Christianity towards the close of the sixth 
century, appear to have engaged in the pursuit of learn- 
ing with the usual eagerness of proselytes. Great num- 
bers of them, travelling to Rome in quest of religious 
truth, distinguished themselves by their zeal and indus- 
try, and, returning to their own country, brought with 
them considerable stores of such learning as that age could 
furnish. At a time when single books were estimated so 
highly, as to form no trifling part of a valuable patrimony, 
large libraries were founded at Weremouth, in Northum- 
berland, at Hexham, at York, and other places : and the 
writings of Venerable Bede, of Atcuinus, and many other 
scholars who issued from these seminaries, excited uni- 
versal and merited admiration. 

But the scholars of the eighth century, communicating 
only with each other, and taking little interest in the 

VOL. III. c c 
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ooncerns of such of their fellow-creatures as were anable 
to express their hapj^ess or misery in Greek or Latio, 
do not seem to have produced very extensive benefits to 
mankind. So much of life was wasted in acquiring erudi- 
tion, that little remained for the application of it ; and, as 
nature seldom produces a long succession of prodigies, 
learning expired with its first professors. Alfred is said 
to have lamented that, in his youth, v^^icf priests south 
of the Humber understood the ordinary service of the 
church ; and that he knew none south of the Tkatnes who 
were capable of turning a piece of Latin into Saxon. 

It may, perhaps, have been matter of regret to this 
great monarch that he was unable to naturalize among 
his subjects the languages of Greece and Rome, which he 
considered as the depositories of much useful information ; 
but, by translating into Saxon the most valuable works of 
antiquity that could then be procured, he accomplished 
his purpose more effectually. He at the same time 
enriched and polished his native language ; which, being 
already the organ of the laws, and becoming, during his 
reign, the vehicle of religioa, of science, and of the arts, 
acquired a copiousness and elegance, superior to that of 
any of the Teutonic or Romance dialects then spoken in 
Europe. 

This era of pure Saxon literature was, however, of 
short duration. The incessant invasions, and ultimate 
subjugation of the country by the Danes, a nation of 
kindred origin, but far inferior to the Saxons in civiliza- 
tion, not only checked the progress of improvement, but 
nearly replunged our language into its pristine barbarism. 
Its subsequent recovery was prevented, first by the con- 
duct of Edward the Confessor and his courtiers, who took 
a miserable pride in adopting a foreign idiom, instead of 
attempting to restore the energy of their own, and, soon 
afterwards, by the Norman Conquest. 

Th^ establishment of our present mixed language, and 
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indeed every link in the chain of its history, may, per* 
haps, be traced to this important e^ent, as to its remote 
cause and origin. But the mode of its (^ration has not 
been, I think, satisfactorily explained ; too. much having 
been attributed to the supposed prejudices, and imaginary 
designs of the Conqueror, while the general circumstances 
in which he was placed, and the obvious tendency of his 
general policy, have been too much overlooked. 

In the first place it seems evident, that if the Normans, 
after completing their conquest, had readily mingled with 
the native inhabitants of the country, they could have 
effected only a very slight and temporary alteration in 
the Saxon language. Their numbers were too small. 
For this reason, the ancestors of these very Normans who 
establbhed themselves in Neustria, produced no sensible 
change in the Romance dialect of that province. If some 
few corruptions had been introduced by the first admix- 
ture, they probably would have disappeared after one or 
two generations ; and the purity of the written language 
would have been preserved, by means of the almost innu- 
merable models of composition which then existed, and 
of which considerable remains are still preserved. 

But the general disaffection and spirit of revolt, excited 
among the English by the evident partiality of the Con- 
queror to the partners of his victory, compelled him to 
adopt a system of defence for his newly-acquired domi- 
nions, which had a necessary tendency to produce the 
changes that afterwards took place in the language of hb 
subjects. 

It has been observed by all our historians, that the 
Saxons, though a brave and warlike people, had made 
little progress in the art of fortification, and that to this 
circumstance the Danes were indebted for the almost 
constant success of their piratical incursions. The Nor- 
mans, on the contrary, surpassed all the nations of Europe 
in this branch of tactics ; and William, availing himself of 
c c 2 
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this superioritj, erected numerous citadels, which, being' 
filled with Norman garrisons, secured and over-awed all 
the towns in the kingdom, and afforded him the means of 
assembling his army with safety and expedition. 

It is evident that each of these garrisons bore a much 
higher proportion to the number of inhabitants in the 
neighbouring cities, at whose expense they were from 
the first supported, than that of the whole body of Nor- 
mans to the aggregate population of the kingdom. It 
was necessary, therefore, that some mercantile jai^gfon 
should be adopted as a medium of communication between 
the foreigners and the natives ; and although such a 
jargon, being only employed for occasional purposes by 
each, could not immediately displace and become a sub- 
stitute for the established language of either : though the 
Normans were, during a very considerable length of 
time, completely separated from their English neighbours 
by the strongest opposition of passions and prejudices : 
though even their commercial intercourse was very li- 
mited : it may be doubted whether these circumstances 
had not the effect of ultimately rendering more complete 
that alteration of language, which they certainly contri- 
buted, in the first instance, to retard. 

In fact, the most striking peculiarity in the establish- 
ment of our vulgar English is, that it appears to have 
very suddenly superseded the pure and legitimate Saxon, 
from which its elements were principally derived, instead 
of becoming its successor, as generally has been supposed, 
by a slow and imperceptible process. The Saxon, cer- 
tainly, never ceased to be cultivated during more than a 
century after the Conquest, because the conclusion of the 
Saxon Chronicle, which relates the death of Stephen, 
cannot have been written before the following reign ; and 
the translation of Wace by Layamon is not likely to have 
been composed much before the year 1 180. From this 
period, I believe, the language began to decline, but it 
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did not cease till* much later ; for we have a Saxon char- 
ter dated in the 4drd year of Henry III., that is to say, 
in 1258. It has been often printed, particularly by Lord 
Ly ttelton and Dr. Henry, both of whom have thought it 
necessary to add an English translation. On the other 
hand, we possess some English specimens, which, in the 
opinion of all our antiquaries, cannot be referred to a 
later period than 1250 : it follows therefore that, during 
several years after the establishment of our present mixed 
language, the Saxon continued to be the only form of 
speech known to a large portion of the inhabitants of this 
country. 

Now, if we consider that the Saxon, however it might 
have degenerated from its former elegance, still retained 
the advantage of a regular and established grammar, while 
the construction of the Anglo-Norman, or English, was 
extremely fluctuating and barbarous ; it will, probably, be 
thought that the latter could only have acquired the 
superiority over its parent language by means of the pre- 
dominant wealth and influence of that part of the commu- 
nity by whom it was exclusively cultivated. This, I pre- 
sume, may have been promoted by a succession of fortu- 
nate events. 

The system devised by the Conqueror, for the purpose 
of protecting his army against the insurrection of the 
natives, gave a security to the citizens against the fears of 
foreign invasion, or domestic oppression, which they had 
not hitherto enjoyed, and in which the villagers could not 
equally participate. The increased trade resulting from 
the foreign dominions of our sovereigns, and the wealth 
derived from that trade, was confined almost exclusively 
to the towns. Lastly, the successive immunities which 
they purchased from our sovereigns, or from their prin- 
cipal barons, and which led to the general establishment 
of free municipal governments, must have tended, in con- 
currence with the preceding causes, considerably to aug- 
ment the proportion which the inhabitants of the cities 
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had formerly borne to the rest of their countrymen, in 
point of numbers, wealth, and influence. 

At the same happy improvement of their government 
was likely to obliterate the sources of national hatred 
between the Norman and English inhabitants ; to create 
an union of interests ; to promote the adoption of a com- 
mon language ; and to hasten the improvement of that 
language by furnishing new and frequent subjects for 
discussions, at once complicated and interesting ; it seems 
natural that we should assign the complete formation of 
our present language to the commencement of the thir- 
teenth century, and perhaps to the establishment of Mag^a 
Charta. Every inference, that can be drawn from the 
inspection of such specimens of very early English as I 
have had an opportunity of examining, appears to point 
nearly to the same period. 

From this time to the reign of Edward III. our infant 
language was enriched, or perhaps overloaded, by a con- 
stant accession of French words. This, indeed, might be 
expected. Wealth, when accompanied by freedom, gene- 
rally gives birth to magnificence, but it does not of ne- 
cessity and immediately become the parent of taste and 
invention. During the thirteenth and fourteenth centu- 
ries, even our kings and nobles were in the habit of ex- 
pending their whole stock of gaiety, as well as their trea- 
sure, on the four great festivals of the year ; and the in- 
tervening times of leisure were employed in devising 
modes of amusement, and providing a disposition to be 
amused. But as the commercial part of the nation had 
something else to do, they seem to have contented them- 
selves with copying, as nearly as they could, the plea- 
sures of their superiors. Their festivities were conducted 
vrith the same minute attention to ceremonial, and diver- 
sified with the same or nearly similar sports and repre- 
sentations. Their tables exhibited the same specimens 
of complicated cookery. The recitation of tales of chi- 
yalry was necessary to the solemnity of these festivals ; 
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and as the French minstrels had, long since, pre-occupied 
the fabulous era of every known history, their Ei^lish 
successors were reduced to the necessity of translating. 
In executing this task, under the constraint of finding a 
constant succession of rhymes, in a language which was 
hitherto rude and untractable, they might often be led to 
borrow the words and phrases of the original. At least 
it was their interest to adopt and give a currency to 
every new term which had acquired the authority of 
colloquial usage ; so that the compositions of our early 
writers are become nearly unintelligible to those who 
are not familiarly acquainted with the Norman vocabulary. 
It is very possible that our language may not have re- 
ceived much real improvement from this indiscriminate 
adoption of foreign idioms ; but perhaps it was in some 
measure indebted to them for its reception at court, 
where it supplanted the Norman-French, which had ex- 
clusively prevailed there from the time of the Conquest. 
This alteration, which ensured to our national literature 
all the advantages that patronage can bestow, seems to 
have taken place in the reign of Edward III., whose 
policy led him to excite a hatred of France among his 
subjects, and who proscribed the exclusive use of French 
in our laws, and in the elements of education. Gower, as 
we have seen, commenced his literary career by aspiring 
to the character of a French poet, and only began his 
English work in hb old age, during the reign and by the 
command of Richard II. The fashionable dialect, tiiere- 
fore, had probably changed during the interval, and it 
may be presumed that this change also procured us the 
advantage of Chaucer's talents, which, from the circum- 
stances of his birth and education, would naturally have 
been employed, had he written a few years sooner, in 
cultivating a foreign rather than his native language. 

During the whole of this period, the Scotish dialect 
seems to have been nearly identical with that of England ; 
but its history is, unfortunately, still more obscure than 
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our own. We do not possess a single specimen of the 
original language spoken in Scotland during the eleventh 
century ; and the only compositions in the Anglo-Nor- 
man dialect anterior to the life of Bruce are, the song 
written about 1285, on the death of Alexander III., 
which is to be seen in the first volume of this work, and 
a romance attributed to Thomas of Ercildoun, which, I 
believe, was first discovered by Mr. Ritson in the Advo- 
cates' Library at Edinburgh. 

This very curious poem is, apparently, coeval with 
Adam Davie's romance of Alexander ^ which it resem- 
bles in some degree, by the shortness and abruptness of 
its diction. It is written in a very singular and <tifficult 
stanza of eleven lines, which proves the author to have 
possessed a degree of metrical skill very unusual at that 
early period ; and has, besides, a plausible claim to the 
still more unusual merit of originality ; as it seems to be 
quoted in a French metrical fragment of Tristram, which 
represents the narrative of Thomat as of high authority. 
But it is evident, that, however interesting in itself, or 
honourable to Scotish poetry, it can give us no assistance 
in tracing the progress of language in Scotland from any 
original form into the mixed state in which it is here 
exhibited. 

In this dearth of materials it became necessary to have 
recourse to conjecture ; and two hypotheses luive been 
offered, both of which are recommended by much acute 
reasoning, and supported by a number of respectable 
authorities. 

Mr. Pinkerton, in a very ingenious and learned essay, 
prefixed to his extracts from the Maitland MSS., con- 
tends that the original language of Scotland was, like the 
Saxon and Danish, a dialect of the Gothic ; that it was 

1 I am happy in being able to add that our stock of ancient 
Ekiglish literature is likely to be soon enriched with accurate edi- 
tions of both these very interesting works. The former will be pub- 
lished by Mr. Walter Scott, the latter by Mr. Park. 
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introduced by the IMcts, a Scandinavian tribe who pre- 
ceded the Scots, a Celtic colony from Ireland : and that 
the French part of the subsequent mixed language was 
produced by the frequent intermarriages of the Scotish 
kings and nobles, during the eleventh, twelfth, and thir- 
teenth centuries, with ladies of Anglo-Norman blood, 
and by the long residence of these princes in the coun- 
ties of Northumberland and Cumberland, which they 
held, as feudatories, of the crown of England. 

Mr. Ritson, on the contrary, in a no less elaborate 
essay, prefixed to his selection of Scotish songs, attempts 
to prove, by a long chain of authorities, that the Picts 
were, no less than the Scots, a Celtic nation ; that the 
Gaelic language was formerly universal in Scotland ; but 
that having never been employed in works of literature, 
it was gradually superseded by the English, in conse- 
quence of those relations with this country, which re- 
sulted from the policy of Malcolm III. and his succes- 
sors. 

It is evidently impossible to reconcile antagonists who 
have no one opinion in common, and who interpret dif- 
ferently the same authorities, and draw opposite conclu- 
sions from the few &cts on which they are agreed. I 
shall therefore content myself with stating, as correctly 
as I can, the present amount of our information on the 
subject, and leave the result to the determination of the 
reader. 

It seems to be satisfactorily proved by Mr. Macpher- 
son, in his " Geographical Illustrations of Scotbh His- 
tory," that the kingdom of Northumberland, founded by 
the Angles in the sixth century, extended from the 
Humber as far as the southern bank of the Frith of 
Forth ; and, following that shore to the westward, as fur 
as the Graemis-Dyke, included the provinces of Lothian 
and Galloway ; a country, in superficial extent, not for 
short of one-fourth, and in wealth and population equal, 
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perhaps, to about a third, of what we now call Scotland. 
These provinces, though claimed by the kings of Eng- 
land after the union of the Heptarchy, were definitively 
ceded by Edgar to Kenneth king of the Scots and Picts, 
on condition that '* he should do homage for this part 
of his dominions to the crown of England, and preserve 
to the inhabitants their ancient customs and laws, as well 
as the c^fpeUaHan and language of Englishmen '." 

The whole western region, comprehended between the 
mountains and the sea, was occupied by the Scots, whose 
language is universally admitted to have been Gaelic 

Lastly, the eastern coast to the northward of the Forth 
is to be allotted to the Picts, and when it shall be ascer- 
tained who the Picts were, and what was their original 
dialect, it will only remain to determine when and why 
they relinquished that dialect, for the purpose of talking 
English. 

Such seems to have been the distribution of the coun- 
try when Malcolm III. in 1057 mounted the throne of 
Scotland. We all know, that during the usurpation of 
Macbeth he had been carried into England, where be 
spent seventeen years ; and that at the end of this time 
he was reinstated in his dominion, by means of an army 
raised in Northumberland, the earldom of his uncle 
Siward. 

Hitherto, the usual residence of the kings of Scotland 
had been at Forteviot, or elsewhere in the neighbour- 
hood of the Tay ; but Malcolm was induced, both by 
motives of taste and policy, to remove his court to the 
southward, to the castles of Dunfermline and Edinburgh. 
Having been educated in England, he might naturally 
prefer a residence in a Saxon province : it was no less 

* Fecitqae Eineth Regi Eadgaro homftgimn, sub cautione multa 
promittens, quod populo partis illius antiquas coniuetudines non 
negsMt, et «»& nomine et Un^uA AngUoanA jmrmanerent. Quod 
usque hodie firmum manet. Wallingford ap. Gale, vol. iii. p. 545. 
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natural that be should wish to remove from a part of his 
kingdom where the partbans of hb predecessor were 
perhaps still numerous : and, after the conquest of Eng- 
land by the Normans, it became highly necessary that 
the kings of Scotland should be enabled, by their vicinity 
to the frontier, to watch over the conduct of an ambitious 
and powerful neighbour. 

To this essential policy Malcolm was by no means in- 
attentive. He supported to the utmost of his power, 
both by negociation and by force of arms, the Saxon 
party in England ; he married the sister of Edgar Athel- 
ing ; distributed grants of lands to the companions of her 
exile ; and afforded an asylum in his dominions to the 
numerous crowds of fugitives who, during the sanguinary 
expedition of William the Conqueror, in 1070, were ex- 
pelled from the northern provinces of England. By these 
means he probably increased very considerably the popu- 
lation and industry of his country ; he certainly added 
much to its political influence ; and we are not surprised 
that his long and active reign should be considered as the 
commencement of an important era in the history of Scot- 
land, distinguished by a very considerable change in the 
manners and language of its inhabitants. 

What was the precise nature and extent of this change 
can now only be conjectured. Perhaps it was merely 
such as tended to diminish the difference between the 
English and Scotish dialects of the Saxon, and was occa* 
sioned by the numerous emigrations from England. At 
least it does not seem probable, that Malcolm and Edgar 
Atheling should have introduced into Scotland the lan- 
guage of their bitterest enemies. Mr. Pinkerton, indeed, 
contends that the Norman was the universal speech of 
the English nobles during the reign of Edward the Con- 
fessor : and it is certain that there existed at his court 
a strong Norman party ; and that he employed a foreign 
language in preference to his own, and delighted in the 
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conversation of Noiman favourites. Yet it is rather im- 
probable that the whole body of Saxon nobles, — that the 
great council of the nation, who in 1052 decreed the 
banishment of all those foreigners, — and who, for the pur- 
pose of securing their country agunst the dominion of a 
Norman, raised to the throne a Saxon nobleman, dis- 
tinguished by his hatred to that nation,— should have 
imitated the phraseology of Edward, a sovereign whom 
they generally and justly despised. 

But, be this as it may, the Saxon party in England 
having been annihilated, even before the death of Mal- 
colm, his successors had no motive for continuing an 
unsuccessful struggle against a power now firmly estab- 
lished. His three sons, Edgar, Alexander, and David, 
who after the short reign of their uncle, Donald Baan, 
successively mounted the throne of Scotland, united 
themselves as closely as possible with the Norman kings 
of England. Their sister Matilda was married to Henry I. ; 
Alexander to Sybilla, a natural daughter of the same 
Henry ; David to the heiress of Northumberland : and 
during these three reigns, including a period of fifty-six 
years, from 1097 to 1153, the intercourse between the 
two kingdoms appears to have been as uninterrupted as 
if they had been governed by a common sovereigpi. 
David, indeed, who passed many years at the court of his 
brother-in-law, acquired such an afiection for Norman 
customs, that he was considered by his subjects as a 
Frenchman. He seems to have adopted the whole system 
of Norman jurisprudence : he promoted the marriage of 
his female wards with Norman barons ; he encouraged, 
by numerous privileges, the settlement of English and 
Norman artizans and merchants in the Scotish towns' ; 



' The anny of William the Lion in 11 73 is said to have contained 
a considerable number of English; and William of Newborough 
Observes that, at this time, they formed the bulk of the inhabitants 
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and so far increased the commerce of his kingdom, that 
in the reign of hb grandson, William the Lion, the 
burghs were enabled to furnish three-eighths of the 
whole national contribution^. I should therefore be 
tempted to ascribe to this reign, and to the concurrence 
of the above-mentioned causes, that change of language 
which is generally attributed to the policy of Mal- 
colm III. 

If it were proved that the Norman-French was at any 
time the usual language of the court of Scotland, I should 
think it must have been so at this period. But it is to be 
considered that, in these early times, the courts of princes 
were, during great part of the year, composed solely of 
their own families and immediate attendants ; their plenar 
courts, that b to say, the general councils or assemblies 
of their nobles, were only periodical ; and I should much 
doubt whether, in such assemblies of Scotish barons, the 
French language was ever universal, or even general. It 
is not easy to assign any motive which could have in- 
duced these independent chieftains to undergo the drud- 
gery of learning a new phraseology. Besides, in esti- 
mating the relative efficacy of the causes which may be 
supposed to corrupt or change the speech of nations, I 
should attribute much less to the influence of kings and 
nobles, who must be comparatively few, than to the 
active intercourse produced among the more numerous 
classes of mankind by the relations of commerce. 

It b well known, that in Cornwall the Celtic dialect 
has been, almost within our own memory, completely ob- 
literated ; in Wales it has been evidently diminished ; 
and the distinctions of dialect in our English provinces 

in all the towns of Scotland. Bj EngUsh^ the hbtorian probably 
meant people who talked a language composed of Saxon and French ; 
for it is not credible that the towns of Scotland were peopled with 
natives of England. 

4 See Stowe*8 Annals, a.d. 1205. 
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•re daily becoming leas conspicuous. The reason seems 
to be, that in poor countries the price of mere manual 
labour is usually lower, and that of ingenuity often much 
higher, than among their richer neighbours. The Conush 
and Webh labourers, therefore, have a constant induce- 
ment to emigrate in search of a more plentiful subsist- 
ence ; while English miners and mechanics are tempted, 
by the hope of higher wages, to settle in Wales and 
Cornwall. A similar transfer and circulation of inhabit- 
ants has taken place in our English provinces by the 
natural operation of the towns, whose constantly decreas- 
ing population b supplied from the country, while a cer- 
tain number of small traders and artisans are driven into 
the villsges, where the profits of their trade or ingenuity 
are free from the danger of competition. By such a pro- 
cess, all peculiarities of dialect must be ultimately, though 
slowly and imperceptibly, extinguished. 

Now, it is evident that the unreserved communication 
between the Scots and English, during the twelfth cen- 
tury, could not fail of greatly increasing among the for- 
mer the catalogue of their artificial wants ; and that this 
must augment their vocabulary by a large importation of 
foreign words. And if, to all the articles of luxury, 
parade, and magnificence, multiplied as they were by the 
variations of fashion, we add the terms of chicane, and 
war, and hunting, for all of which our islanders were in- 
debted to Norman ingenuity, we may, perhaps, find suffi- 
cient grounds to believe that a language very nearly, if 
not perfectly identical with the English, was likely to be 
formed in the southern provinces of Scotland before the 
termination of the twelfth century. 
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A FACB that shoald content me 

wondrous well. Wyatt, ii. 39. 
A man may live thrice Nestor*8 

life. Norton, ii. 114. 
A neighbour mine not long ago 

there was. Sidney, ii. 2^. 
A silly shepherd woo^d, but wist 

not. Anon., iii. 383. 
A time there was, and divers 

there be yet. Anon., iii. 184. 
A vale there is, en wrapt with 

dreadful shades. Southwell, 

ii. 174. 
A woman's &ce is full of wiles. 

Gilford, ii. 179. 
About the sweet bag of a bee. 

Herrick, iii. 286. 
Adien,desert, how art thou spent. 

Anon., ii. 84. 
Ah me. Wither, iii. 91. 
Ah ! when will this long wear^ 

^7 have end. Spenser, ii. 

All my senses, like beacon's 

flame. Lord Brook, ii. 232. 
All ye that grieve to think mv 

death so near. Watson, ii. 274. 
Am I despisM because you say. 

Herrick, iii. 287. 
Amarantha, sweet and fair. 

Lovelace, iii. 254. 
Amaryllis I did woo. Wither, 

iii. n. 

Amongst the myrtles as I walk'd. 
Carew, iii. 147. 



And though for her sake Tm 

crost. Wither, iii. 87. 
And would you see mv mistress' 

face. Campion, iii. l7. 
Anger in hasty words or blows. 

Waller, iii. 174. 
Another scorns the home-spun 

thread of rhymes. Hall,ii. U7. 
April is past ! then do not shed. 

Kinaston, iii. 247. 
As Cupid took his bow and bolt. 

Anon., iii. 322. 
As it fell upon a day. Bamfeild, 

ii. 316. 
As poor Aurelia sat alone. Veel, 

iii. 373. 
As then the sky was calm and 

fur. Peacham, ii. 372. 
Ask me no more where Jove 

bestows. Carew, iii. 152. 
Ask me why I send you here. 

Carew, iii. 147. 
At liberty I sit, and see. Anon., 

ii. 83. 
Away, fond thing ! tempt me no 

more. Cokain, iii. 199. 
Away with these self-loving lads. 

Lord Brook, ii. 230. 

Beauties, have ye seen this toy. 
Jonson, ii. 350. 

Beauty clear and fair. Beau- 
mont and Fletcher, iii. 58. 

Beauty, sweet love, is Uke the 
morning dew. Daniel, ii. 281. 
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Becauie I Vreatbe not lore to 

erery one. Sidney, ii. 220. 
Before my face thepicture hangs. 

{Southwell ii. 171. 
Being yonr slave, what ahould I 

do, but tend. Shakapeara, U. 

312. 
Beware, &ir maid, of mighty 

courtiers* oaths. Sylvester, ii. 

292. 
Blame not my lute, though it do 

sound. John Hall, ii. lOl. 
Blessings as rich and fr^rant 

crown your heads. Vaughan, 

iii. 306. 
Blow, blow thou winter-wind. 

Shakspeare, ii. 303. 
But let the Kentish lad that late- 
ly tought. O. Fletcher, iii. 49. 

Captain, or colonel, or knight in 

arms. Milton, iii. 203. 
Chaste, lovely Laura *gan dis- 
close. Cotton, iii. 340. 
Chloris, farewell ! I now must 

go. Waller, iii. 172. 
Choose the darkest part o* th* 

grove. Dryden, iii. 344. 
Cloris, I cannot say your eyes. 

Sedley, iii. 359. 
Come and let us live, my dear. 

Crashaw, iii. 205. 
Come away, come away, death. 

Shakspeare, ii. 309. 
Come, ChloriH, hie we to the 

bower. Anon., iii. 378. 
Come, come, dear Night ! Love's 

mart of kisses. Chapman, ii. 

257. 
Come, little infant! love me 

now. Marvell, iii. 273. 
Come, live with me, and be my 

dear. Raleijgh, ii. 193. 
Come, live with me, and be my 

love. Marlowe, ii. 289. 
Come, my Celia, let us prove. 

Jonson, ii. 348. 
Come, O come, I brook no stay. 

Cartwright, iii. 217. 
Come, spur away. Randolph, iii. 

192. 
Calia jealous, lest I did. Han- 
nay, iii. 124. 



Cruel yon be, who can aay nay. 

Puttenham, ii. 138. 
Cupid abroad was *Uted in the 

ni^ht. Green, ii. 165. 
Cupid and my Campaspeplay*d. 

Lylie, ii. 2i)9. 
Ctipid, I scorn to beg the art. 

Fane, iii. 377. 
Cupid once was weary grown. 

Anon., iii. 378. 

Daphnis must fix>m Chloe part. 

Marvell, iii. 270. 
Dear, do not your fair beauty 

wrong. May, iii. 123. 
Dear! I to thee this diamond 

commend. Sir John Harriug- 

ton, ii. 276. 
Dear quirister, who from those 

shadows sends. Drummond, 

iii. 97. 
Did you behold that glorious 

star, my dear. Prestwich, iii. 

304. 
Disdain me not without desert. 

Wyatt, ii. 37. 
Distil not poison in mine ears. 

John Hall, iii. 303. 
Divers thy death do diversly 

bemoan. Earl of Surrey, ii. 5'i. 
Do not conceal thy radiant eyes. 

Kinaston, iii. 245. 
Do *way your physic, I jGaint no 

more. Anon., ii. 93. 
Down, stormy Passions, down ! 

no more. King, iii. 109. 
Draw near. Stanley, iii. 293. 
Draw on, sweet Night, beat 

friend unto those cares. Anon., 

iii. 131. 
Drink to me only with thine 

eyes. Jonson, ii. 349. 

Early, cheerful, mounting lark. 

Davis, ii. 331. 
E'en such is time; which takes 

in trust. Raleigh, ii. 192. 

Faint amorist ! what, dost thou 
think. Sidney, ii. 214. 

Fair Amynta, ait thou mad. 
Sedlev, iii. 364. 

Fame, honour, beauty, state, 
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tnms, blood, and birth. Digby, 

iii. 163. 
Farewell, Love, and all thy laws 

forever. Wyatt, ii. 39. 
Fear no more the heat o* th* 

sun. Shakspeare, ii. 310. 
Fierce tyrant. Death, who in 

thy wrath didst take. Earl of 

Sterline, iii. 29. 
Fine young folly, though you 

were. Habington, iiL 185. 
From Tuscane came my lady^s 

worthy race. Earl of Surrey, 

ii. 45. 
Fuscus is free, and hath the 

world at will. Davis, ii. 331. 

Gaze not on thy beauty*8 pride. 
Carew, iii. l4o. 

Get you gone— jon will undo 
me. Sedley, iii. 361. 

Give me a heart, where no im- 
pure. Habington, iii. 190. 

Give place, ye lovers, here be- 
fore. Earl of Surrey, ii. 49. 

Give place, you ladies, and be 
gone. Anon., ii. 86. 

Go, and catch a falling star. 
Donne, ii. 343. 

Go, lovely Rose. Waller, iii. 
176. 

Go, soul, the body's guest. Syl- 
vester, ii. 294. 

Good huswife provides, ere a 
sickness do come. Tusser, ii. 
123. 

Good-morrow to the day so fair. 
Herrick, iii. 287. 

Good Muse, rock me asleep. 
Breton, ii. 244. 

Gorbo, as thou cam*st this way. 
Drayton, ii. 298. 

Great Captain Medon wears a 
chain of gold. Davis, ii. 330. 

Greensleeves was all my joy. 
Anon., ii. 354. 

Hail, thou fairest of all creatures. 

Wither, iii. 80. 
Happy is that state of his. Brath- 

wait, iii. 96. 
Hi^y, oh happy he who, not 

affecting. Anon., iii. 132. 
VOL. III. 



Havinff interred her infant birth. 
Lord Herbert of Cherbury, 
iii. 35. 

He first deceasM ; she for a little 
tried. Wotton, ii. 328. 

He that loves a rosy cheek. 
Carew, iii. 146. 

He whose active thoughts dis- 
dain. Stanley, iii. 290. 

Hear, ye virgins, and V\l teach. 
Herrick, iii. 284. 

Hears not my PhUlis, how the 
birds. Sedley, iii. 366. 

Hence all you vain delights. 
Beaumont and Fletcher, iii.55. 

Hence, away, thou Syren, leave 
me. Wither, iii. 84. 

Here, Celia, for thy sake I part. 
Waller, iii 178. 

Here's to thee, Dick !— this 
whining love despise. Cowley, 
iii. 258. 

Honest lover whosoever. Suck- 
ling, iii. 224. 

How eager are our vain pursuits. 
Veel, iii. 372. 

How happy a thing were a 
wedding. Flatman, iii. 355. 

How uneasy is his life. Cotton, 
iii. 339. 

How we dally out our days. 
Gomersall, iii. 160. 

Husband ! if thou wilt pure ap- 
pear. Kendall, iu 197. 

I ask not one in whom all bean- 
ties grow. Cowley ,iii. 259. 

I being Care, thou fliest me a 
ill fortune. Constable, ii. 269. 

I cannot eat but little meat. 
Still, ii. 159. 

I do confess thou'rt smooth and 
fair. Anon., iii. 324. 

I felt my heart, and found a 
flame. Lluellyn, iii. 342. 

I find it true mat some have 
said. Willoby, ii. 335. 

I in these flowery meads would 
be. Walton, iii. 117. 

I laugh sometimes with little 
lust. Gascoiffne, ii. 147. 

I loath that I did love. Lord 
Vaux, ii. 73. 

D d 
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I loTe thee, Cornwall, and iviU 

eyer. Freemwi, iii. 104. 
I made a posy, while the day 

ran by. neroert, iiL 115. 
1 muse and marvel in mj mind. 

Scot, ii. 106. 
I must alledge, and thou canst 

tell. Gaacoigne, ii. 150. 
I must not grieve my love, whose 

eyes would rend. Daniel, ii. 

282. 
I never stoopM so low as they. 

Donne, ii. 345. 
I never yet could see that face. 

Cowley, iii. 263. 
I once may see when years shall 

wreak my wrong. Daniel, ii. 

280. 
I pray thee leave, love me no 

more. Drayton, ii. 301. 
I prithee leave this peevish &- 

sbion. Brome, iii. 276. 
I read how Salmacis, sometime, 

with «ght. Turbervile, ii. 

153. 
I see there is no sort. Anon., ii. 

B9. 
I tell thee, Dick, where I have 

been. Suckling, iii. 228. 
I walk'd along a stream, for 

pureness rare. Marlowe, ii. 

I weigh not Fortune's frown or 

smile. Sylvester, ii. 293. 
I, with whose colours Myra 

drest her head. Lord Brook, 

ii. 229. 
ril tell you whence the rose did 

first grow red. Anon., iii. 

315. 
If all the world and love were 

young. Raleigh, ii. 188. 
If banisVd sleep, and watchful 

care. Turbervile, ii. 152. 
If ever Sorrow spoke from soul 

that loves. Constable, ii. 

268. . 
If marriage life yields such con- 
tent. Brathwait, iii 94. 
If mine eyes do e*er declare. 

Cowlejr, iii. 261. 
If the quick spirits in your eye. 

Carew, iii. l45. 



If this be love, to draw a weaxy 

breath. Daniel, ii. 279. 
If thou like her flowing treaaes. 

Prestwich, iii. 305. 
If truth may take no troaty hold. 

John Hall, ii. 102. 
In a grove most rich of shade. 

Sidney, ii. 215. 
In Bowdoun, on black monun- 

day. Clapperton, ii. 109. 
In court to serve decked with 

fresh array. Wyatt, ii. 38. 
In going to my naked bed, -as 

one toat would have tlepL 

Edwards, ii. 118. 
In hope a king doth go to war. 

Anon., iii. 130. 
In the merry month of May. 

Breton, ii. 243. 
In Thetis* lao while Titan took 

his rest. Watson, ii. 271. 
In thy fiftir breast, and once &ir 

souL Howard, iii. 281. 
In time the bull is hronght to 

wear the yoke. Watson, ii. 

272. 
In working well, if travel you 

sustain. Grimoald, iL 59. 
Insulting beauty, you mis-spend. 

Earl of Rochester, iii. 3/5. 
Invest my head with fragrant 

rose. Heath, iii. 296. 
It chanc'd of late a shepherd's 

swain. Davison, iii. 13. 

Know, Celia, since thou art so 
proud. Carew, iii. 150. 

Know then, my brethren, hea- 
ven is clear. Quarles, iii. 113. 

Ladies, fly from Love's smooth 

tale. Carew, iii. 153. 
Laid in my quiet bed to resL 

Gifford, u. 180. 
Let those complain that feel 

Love's cruelty. Beaumont 

and Fletcher, iii. 58. 
like as the culver, on the bared 

bough. Spenser, ii. 201. 
Like as the damask roae yon see. 

Wastell, ii. 319. 
like the violet, which alone. 

Habington, iii. 187. 
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Like to Diana in her summer- 
weed. Green, iL 167. 
Like to the falling of a star. 

Beaumont, iii. 61. 
Little think^Bt thou, poor ant, 

who there. Fleckno, iii. 310. 
Look, Delia, how w* esteem the 

half-hlown rose. Daniel, ii. 

278. 
Lord ! how you take upon you 

still. Cotton, iii. 334. 
Lordly gallants, tell me this. 

Wither, iii. 77. 
Love and my Mistress were at 

strife. Breton, ii. 249. 
LoTO, hrave Virtue's younger 

hrother. Crashaw, iii. 206. 
Love in fantastic triumph sat. 

Behn, iii. 332. 
LoYe in her sunny eyes does 

haskingplay. Cowley,iii.261. 
Love is a region full of fires. Sir 

J. Beaumont, iii. 51. 
Love is a sickness full of woes. 

Daniel, ii. 286. 
Love is the blossom where there 

blows. G. Fletcher, iii. 47. 
Love not me for comely grace. 

Anon., iii. 131. 
Love still has something of the 

sea. Sedley, iii. 362. 
Love, that liveth and reigneth 

in m^ thought. Earl of Sur- 
rey, li. 56. 
Love, when 'tis true, needs not 

the aid. Sedley, iii. 360. 
Love*s sooner felt than seen; 

his substance thin. P. Flet- 
cher, iii. 43. 

Madam, withouten many words. 
Wyatt, ii. 35. 

Marsarita first possessed. Cow- 
ley, iii. 266. 

Mark how the bashful mom in 
vain. Carcw,iii. 149. 

Mark, Ostella, when the Spring. 
Tatham, iii. 237. 

Mark, when she smiles with 
amiable cheer. Spenser, ii. 
201. 

Martial, the things that do at- 
tain. Earl of Surrey, ii. 48. 



Melancholy hence ! and get. 

Shirley, ui. 119. 
Mine own John Poins ! since ye 

delight to know. Wyatt, ii. 40. 
Mirth, and nuptial joys betide. 

Baron, iii. 330. 
Morpheus, the humble god that 

dwells. Denham, iii. 235. 
Mournful Muses, sorrow's mi- 
nions. Breton, ii. 248. 
Muse, be a bride-maid ! dost not 

hear. Randolph, iii. 195. 
My golden locks time hath to 

silver tum*d. Anon., ii. 362. 
My heedless heart, which Love 

yet never knew. Watson, ii. 

273. 
My love, I cannot thy rare 

beauties place. Smith, li. 342. 
My lute, awake, perform the 

last. Anon., ii. 81. 
My lute, be as thou wert, when 

thou did grow. Drummond, 

iu. 66. 
My Muse by thee restored to 

life. Davison, iii. 11. 
My once dear love, hapless that 

1 no more. King, iii. 110. 
My Phillis hath the morning 

sun. Dyer, ii. 157. 
My shag-hair Cyclops, come,let's 

ply. Lylie,ii.21I. 
My true love hath my heart, and 

1 have his. Sidney, ii. 228. 
My wanton Muse, that whilom 

us'd to sing. Raleigh, ii. 186. 
My wife, if thou reuard mine 

ease. Kendall, ii. 195. 

Naked Love did to thine eye. 

Sherburne, iii. 239. 
Nay, I confess I should despise. 

Anon., iii. 382. 
No, Cynthia ; never think loan. 

Howard, iii. 282. 
No more, no more of this! I 

vow. Brome, iii. 277. 
No victor, when in battle spent. 

D'Avenant, iii. 167. 
Not, Celia, that I juster am. 

Sedley, iii. 358. 
Not long ago, as I at supper sat. 

Breton, ii. 238. 

d 2 
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Not Btared state, but feeble star. 

Yloop, ii. 127. 
Not the Phoenix in his death. 

Habington, iii. 187. 
Now clattering arms, now raging 

broils of war. Grimoald, ii. 

63. 
Now each creature joys the 

other. Dsniel, ii. 282. 
Now have I leamM with much 

ado, at last. Raleigh, ii. 186. 
Now I find thy looks were feign- 
ed. Lodge, ii. 255. 
Now the bripfht morning star, 

day's harbinger. Milton, iii. 

Now the hungry lion roars. 
Shakspeare, ii. 306. 

cruel Love! on thee I lay. 

Lylie,ii.211. 
O yes! O yes! if any maid. 

Lylie, ii. 210. 
Of all the heavenly gifU. Ori- 

moald, ii. 60. 
Oh for a bowl of fat Canary. 

Lvlie, ii. 208. 
Oh nappy golden age. Daniel, ii. 

283. 
Oh senseless man, that mur- 
murs still. Cotton, iii. 336. 
Oh that I could write a story. 

Breton, ii. 246. 
Oh vain world's glory, and un- 

stedfast state. Spenser, ii. 

204. 
Oh ! what a pain is love. Anon., 

iii. 315. 
Oh! who hath tasted of thy 

clemency. Sandys, iii. 23. 
Oh would to God a way were 

found. Earl of Sterline, iii. 

31. 
On a day, alack the day. Shak- 
speare, ii. 304. 
On a hill that gracM the plain. 

Browne, iii. 101. 
On a hill there grows a flower. 

Breton, iu 242. 
Only joy, now here you are. 

Sidney, ii. 219. 
Opinion rules the huma^ state. 

Anon., iii. 379. 



Or love me less, or love me 
more. Godolphin, iuL 210. 

Our sighs are neard ; just hea- 
ven declares. Waller, iiL 173. 

Pack clouds away, and welcome 

day. Heywoo^ iii. 25. 
Pale sad Aurora, leave th^ 

showers to rain. Murray, iii. 

72. 
Passions ure liken'dbest to floods 

and streams. Raleigh, iL 191. 
Perhaps you think, with your 

disdainful words. Fowler, 

ii. 339. 
Phillidawasafairmaid. Anon^ 

ii. 94. 
Phillis is my only joy. Sedley, 

iii. 367. 
Phillis, let's shun the common 

fote. Sedley, iii. 357. 
Phillis, this early zeal assuage. 

Sedley, iu. 361. 
Phillis, why should we delay. 

Waller, iu. 177. 
Phoebus arise. Drummond, iii. 

64. 
Poets may boast, as safely vadn. 

Waller, iii 182. 
Ponder thy cares, and sum them 

all in one. Murray, iii. 73. 
Poor Chloris wept, and from 

her ^es. Anon., iii. 319. 
Prithee, why so angry, sweet. 

Cotton, iii. 337. 

Quivering Fear, heart-tearing 
Cares. Wotton, ii. 325. 

Quoth he, not long since was a 
man. Warner, ii. 263. 

Reason, thou vain impertinence. 

Anon., iii. 381. 
Remov'd from &ir Urania^s 

eyes. Flatman, iii. 355. 
Return, my joys I and hither 

bring. Strode, iii. 157. 

Sacred spirit ! whiles thy lyre, 
Sheppard, iii. 300. 

Sad eyes, what do you aiL Wi- 
ther, iii. 82. 

See how the feather'd blossoms 
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through the air. Tee], iii. ' 

374. 
See, O see. Earl of Bristol, 

iii. 370. 
See these two little hrooks that 

slowly creep. Cartwright, iii. 

213. 
Sees not my love how time re- 
sumes. Waller, iii. 181. 
Servant, farewell !— Is this my 

hire. Hannay, iii. 125. 
Seven times hath Janus ta'en 

new year by hand. Tusser, 

n. 122. 
Shall I, hopeless, then pursue. 

Sherburne, iii. 241. 
Shall I tell you whom I love. 

Browne, iii. 100. 
Shall I, wasting in despair. Wi- 
ther, iii. 75. 
She loves, and she confesses too. 

Cowlev, iii. 264. 
Shepherd, what's love ? I pray 

thee, tell. Raleigh, ii. 190. 
Should I sigh out my days in 

grief. Steveoson, iii. 313. 
Sigh no more, ladies, sish no 

more. Shakspeare, ii. 307. 
Silence, in truth, would speak 
' my sorrow best. Wotton, ii. 

Since love will needs that I 

shall love. Wyatt, ii. 36. 
Since secret spite hath sworn 

my wo. BretOD, ii. 234. 
Since there's no help, come let 

us kiss and part. Drayton, ii. 

300. 
Sing lullaby, as women do. 

Gascoigne, ii. 149. 
Sitting by a river's side. Green, 

ii. 166. 
Sleep, old man! let silence 

charm thee. Beaumont, iii. 60. 
Sleep, Silence' child, sweet &- 

ther of soft Rest. Drum- 

mond, iii. 65. 
So cruel prison how could be- 
tide, aUs. Earl of Surrey, ii. 

46. 
So glides along the wanton 

brook. Earl of Pembroke, 

iii. 33. 



So light is love, in matchless 
beauty shinbg. Anon., iii. 

Spring of beauty, mine of plea- 
sure. CoUop, iii. 348. 

Stay, Glarastella, prithee stay. 
Heath, iii. 297. 

Steer, hither steer jour winged 
pines. Browne, iii. 103. 

Stul-bom Silence! thou that 
art. Fleckno, iii. 312. 

Still do the stars impart their 
light. Cartwright, iii. 214. 

Still to be neat, still to be drest. 
Jonson, ii. 349. 

Sweet are the thoughts that 
savour of content. Green, ii. 
162. 

Sweet bird, that sing'st away the 
early hours. Drummond, iii. 
69. 

Sweet, I do not pardon crave. 
Davison, iii. 12. 

Sweet solitaiT life, thou true re- 
pose. Lodge, ii. 252. 

Sweet Spring, thou turn'st, with 
all thy goodly train. Drum- 
mond, iii 68. 

Sweet violets. Love's paradise, 
that spread. Raleigh, ii. 185. 

Sweetly breathing vernal air. 
Carew, iii. 141. 

Tagus, ikrewell, that westward 

with thy streams. Wyatt, ii. 

38. 
Take, oh, take those lips away. 

Shakspeare, ii. 315. 
Tell me, dearest, what is love. 

Beaumont and Fletcher, iii. 

57. 
Tell me not of ioy ! there's 

none. Cartwright, iii. 214. 
Tell me not, sweet, I am un- 
kind. Lovelace, iii. 255. 
Tell me, Utrecbia, since my 

fate. Carew, iii. 154. 
Tell me, where is Fancy bred. 

Shakspeare, ii. 308. 
Thanks, fair Urania, to your 

scorn. Sedley, iii. 365. 
That which her slender waist 

confin'd. Waller, iii. 178. 
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The •adent time commended 

not for noQffht. Grimoald, 

ii.68. ' 
The awful sceptre, though it 

can compel. Peacham, ii. 

868. 
The dawning day hegins to 

glare. John Hall, ii. 104. 
The douht of future foea exiles 

my present joy. Queen Eli- 

zaheth, ii. 136. 
The earth, late cfaoakM with 

showers. Lodge, ii. 254. 
The fountains dnnk caves suh- 

terrene. Fleckno, iii. 311. 
The glories of our hlood and 

state. Shirley, iii. 122. 
The great Macedon, that oat of 

Persie chased. Lord Surrey, 

ii. 51. 
The lopped tree in time ma^ 

grow again. Southwell, ii. 

169. 
The maple with a scarry skin. 

Hannay, iii. 126. 
The mist is gone that hlearM 

mine eyes. Anon., ii. 353. 
The monument which thou he- 

boldest here. Lord Herhert 

of Cherbury, iii. 39. 
The mountains huge, that seem 

to check the sky. Peacham, 

ii. 367. 
The Muse who from your influ- 
ence took her birtbl Sandys, 

iii. 22. 
The Muses by ^our favour 

blest. Sandys, iii. 20. 
The rushing rivers that do run. 

Ooo^e, ii. 144. 
The silly swain, whose love 

breeds discontent J. D., ii. 

364. 
The smoky sighs, the bitter 

tears. Anon., ii. 88. 
The soote season, that bud and 

bloom forth brings. Earl of 

Surrey, ii. 50. 
The Spartan virgins, ere thej 

had compo8*d. Peacham, u. 

369. 
The sturdy rock, for all his 

strength. M. T., u. 129. 



The sun hath twice brousfat 

forth his tender green. &A 

of Surrey, ii. 54. 
The sun of our souPs light thee 

would I call. Barnes, ii. 334. 
The sun, the season, in each 

thing. W. H., ii. 363. 
The ways on earth have paths 

and turnings known. Earl of 

Essex, ii. 321. 
The weary mariner so &r not 

flies. Drummond, iii. 70. 
The woods, the rivers, and the 

meadows green. Spenser, ii. 

202. 
There's no dallying with Love. 

Sherburne, iii. 240. 
There was a man of stature big. 

Warner, ii. 261. 
There were three ravens sat on 

a tree. Anon., ii. 125. 
Therefore when restless rage of 

wind and wave. Grimoald, 

ii. 66. 
Think not, 'cause men flatter^ 

ing say. Carew, iii. 142. 
This crystal here. John Hall, 

iii. 302. 
This garden does not take my 

eyes. Shirley, iii. 120. 
This world a hunting is. Drum- 
mond, iii. 70. 
Thomalin, my lief, thy music 

strains to hear. P. Fletcher, 

iii. 44. 
Thou art Pf^tty, but inconstant 

Anon., iii. 32l. 
Thou blushing rose, within 

whose virgn leaves. Fan- 

shaw, iii. ^)2. 
Thou ever youthful god of 

wine. Nabbes, iii. 219. 
Thou silent Moon, that look'st 

so pale. Miss Scott, iii. 325. 
Thou youthful goddess of the 

mom. Sherburne, iii. 242. 
Though life be short, and man 

doth, as the sun. Peacham, 

ii.368. 
Though, when I lovM thee, 

thou wert fair. Stanley, iii.290. 
Though winds do rage, as winds 

were wood. Tusser, ii. 122. 
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Though jou he aheent here, I 

needs must say. Cowley, iii. 

259. 
Thrice happy he, who hy some 

shady grove. Drummond, iii. 

67. 
Thy beauty subject of my song 

I make. Smith, ii. 341. 
Time! I ever must complain. 

Hagthorpe, iii. 127. 
Time is a featherM thing. 

Mayne, iii. 165. 
*Tis mirth that fills the veins 

with blood. Beaumont and 

Fletcher, iii. 54. 
""Tis now, since I sat down be- 
fore. Sncklinff, iii. 226. 
'Tis very true, I thought you 

once as fair. Cowley, iii. 

260. 
To carve our loves in myrtle 

rinds. Cartwright, iii. 212. 
To die, dame Nature did man 

fhune. T. Marshall, ii. 127. 
To love unloved it is a pain. 

Scot, ii. 105. 
To these, whom Death again did 

wed. Crashaw, iii. 208. 
To this my song rive ear who 

list. Anon., ii. 90. 
Tune on my pipe the praises of 

my love. Green, ii. 163. 

Unclose those eye-lids, and out- 
shine. Glapthome, iii. 222. 

Under the green-wood tree. 
Shakspeare, ii. 311. 

Unto my spirit lend an angePs 
wing. Barnes, ii. 333. 

Walking in a shadowy grove. 

Belchier, iii. 40. 
Wantons! 'tis not your sweet 

eyings. Wither, iii. 78. 
We find by proof that into every 

age. James I., iii. 3. 
We that have known no greater 

state. Hey wood, iii. ^. 
Weep no more, nor sis^, nor 

groan. Beaumont and Fletch- 
er, iii. 56. 
Well, then; I now do plainly 

see. Cowley, iii. 262. 



Wert thou thy life at liberty to 

choose. Peacham, ii. 370. 
What bird so sings, yet so does 

wail^ Lylie, ii. 207. 
What IS th* existence of man^s 

life. King, iii. 107. 
What makes Admetus sad? — 

whatever it be. Anon., iii. 

132. 
What pleasure have great 

princes. Anon., ii. 360. 
What shall become of man so 

wise. Sedley, iii. 868. 
What sudden chance or change 

is this. Willoby, ii. 336. 
What thing is Beauty, Nature^s 

dearest minion. J. C, iii. 

136. 
What though with figures I 

should raise. Nabbes, iii. 220. 
When all is done and said. 

Lord Vaux, ii. 76. 
When as thine eve hath chose 

the danle. Shakspeare, ii. 

813. 
When Cupid scaled first the 

fort. Lord Vaux, ii. 70. 
When daisies pied, and violets 

blue. Shakspeare, U. 305. 
When, dearest beauty, thou 

shaltnay. Stanley, iii. 294. 
When 1 by thy fair shape did 

swear. Lovelace, iii. 255. 
When I ^o musing all alone. 

Burton, iii. 5. 
When I to you of all my woes 

complain. Davison, iii/ 10. 
When I was fair and young, 

then favour graced me. Earl 

of Oxford, ii. 141. 
When icicles hang by the wall. 

Shakspeare, ii. 305. 
When Love, with unconfined 

wings. Lovelace, iii. 256. 
When May is in his prime. 

Edwards, ii. 116. 
When Mav is in his prime, and 

youthful Spring. Watson, ii. 

270. 
WhenNature heard men thought 

her old. D'Avenant, iii. I/O. 
When on my sick bed I lan- 
guish. Flatman, iii. 356, 
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When Phomiz iliall hxte muij 
makes. Turbernle, ii. 155. 

When the monthly - horned 
queen. Mennis and Smith, iii. 

hi. 

When the sad ruin of that &ce. 

Beedome, iii. 248. 
When the atTaight columns, on 

whose well-luut chine. De- 

laune, iii. 250. 
When to her lute Corinna sings. 

Campion, iii. 16. 
When wert thou horn, Desire. 

EarlofOxfoid,ii. 142. 
When whispering strains do soft- 
ly steal. Strode, iii. 158. 
When women first dame Nature 

wrought. Edwards, ii. 115. 
When words are weak, and foes 

encountering strong. South- 

weU, ii. 170. 
When you the sun-burnt pil- 

jnim see. Carew, iii. 145. 
Wlience comes my love? oh, 

heart, disclose. Harington, ii. 

139. 
Where Cupid*s fort hath made 

a way. Anon., ii. 358. 
Where seething sighs and sower 

sobs. Lord Vaux, ii. 77. 
Where the bee sucks, there 

suck I. Shakspeare, ii. 308. 
Where Wit is ovei^rurd by 

Will. Davison, iii. 10. 
While I listen to thy voice. 

Waller, iii. 184. 
While the Moon, with sudden 

gleam. Miss Scott, iii. 326. 
Wliilom, in the winter^s rage. 

Green, ii. 164. 
Whiles early light springs from 

the skies. Cartwright, iii. 216. 
Who is it that this dark night 

Sidney, ii. 221. 



Who is Sylvia? whst is she. 

Shakspeare, ii. 310. 
Why doth the ear so tempt the 

voice. Habington, iii. Io8. 
Why fearest thou thy outward 

foe. Anon., ii. 82. 
Why let her go — ^I'll vex mv- 

seifnomore. Brome, iii. 2f9. 
Why should I longer long to 

live. £. S., ii. 130. 
Why should you swear I am 

forsworn. Lovelace, iiS. 253. 
Why so pale and wan, fond 

lover. Suckling, iii. 224. 
Winds, whisper gently whilst 

she sleeps. Cotton, iii. 338. 
Wonder it is, and pityis't, that 

she. Constable, li. ^7. 
Wonder not though I am blind. 

Carew, iii. 151. 
Wyatt resteth here, that quick 

could never rest. Earl of Sur- 
rey, ii. 52. 

Ye gladly would have me to 

make you some toy. Gilfbrd, 

ii. 178. 
Ye nimble dreams, witb cobweb 

wings. Anon., iii. 320. 
Ye should stay longer if we 

durst. Beaumont and Flet- 
cher, iii. 56. 
You are a tulip, seen to-day. 

Herrick, iii. 285. 
You meaner beauties of the 

night. Wotton,ii. 324. 
You who dwell above the skies. 

Sandys, iii. 19. 
Your looks so often cast. Wyatt, 

ii. 35. 
Youth made a fiiult through 

lightness of belief. Watson, 

ii.274. 



THE END. 



Gilbert & Rivington, Printers, St. John's Square, London. 
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A New Ebition, mnch enlarged ; dedicated, by permission, to 
H.R.H. Prince Gborgs of Cambridge, 

VBM moowL or rAMoxr oilbsts awb mottoss 

comprising nearly every Family Bearing, alphabetically arranged 
according to the Surnames of the Bearers, and fully blazoned or 
explained, accompanied by upwards of Four Thousand Engrav- 
ings, illustrative of the Crests of all the Peers, Baronets, 
and nearly all the Families of England and Wales, Scotland, 
and Ireland, the Colonies, &c., &c., a complete Dictionary 
OP MOTTOS, with Translations and Bearers' Names, accompa- 
xiied by illustrative quotations; a Glossary of Terms, and 
introductory Remarks, historical and explanatory. With an 
emblematic Title, richly enamelled. Two Volumes, cloth, ele- 
gpantly gilt. Price 21s. 

**■ This is a work of great utility, and appears to have been executed 

wiHi no common care. The crests are clearly and well engraved." — 

Sunday Times, 

The 71at Year. A New Edition, greatly improved and enlarged. 
CZbAJtX*S Introduction to BBSAXiDltT: Rules for Bla- 
zoning and Marshalling Coat Armours ; — the English and Scot- 
tish Regalia; — a Dictionary of Heraldic Terms; Orders of 
Knighthood illustrated and explained ; — Degrees of the Nobility 
and Gentry ; — Tables of Precedency j^Titles and Duties of the 
Great Officers of State and of the Officers of the College of 
Arms. 48 Engravings, illustrative of upwards of 1000 Exam- 
ples, including the arms of numerous Families. 

** I do not think I can offer better assistance than will be found in 
Clark's Introduction, 6cc."^Mofitagu€*s Guide to the Study of He- 
raldry. 

Small 8 vo. emblematically gilt, price 7*. 6d. With the Plates correctly 

coloured, 18^. ; or ou paper prepared for learners to colour, 10«. 

** This new edition cf a very old and useful work is so pretty and 

very.elaborately got up, that we cannot refuse it a brief xiotice."— JWar 

Monthly Mag. 



BOOK or BCOTTOSf arranged in Alphabetical Order, 
with Significations, Bearers' Names, and illustrative Quotations. 
Royal l8mo. cloth gilt, S8,6d, 
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consisting of old Heroic Ballads,. Songs, and other pieces of our 
earlier poets, together with some of a later date. Bj the 
Rev. Thomas Pebcy, Lord Bishop of Dromore. 

T%i8 is the best Library Edition in Three vols., small 8to. ; 
price I8f. cloth gilt, or 21«. in half morocco, and ^T^. morocco, 
very elegant. 

"This N«w Edition of tbe Reliques of Ancient English Poetry is a 
Tsry handsome one, of a convenient form, clear type, and wen dis- 
played on the paper,*.' Scc-^Spectator, April 0. 

SPBCZMSN-S or aAB&T SlTGZiXSB P08TRT, with 
an Historical Sketch of tbe Rise and Progress of tbe English 
Poetry and Language, hj George Ellis, Esq., F.R.S., F.A.S. 
The J{fth Edition, 3 vols, small 8vo., cloth gilt, 18*.; half- 
bound moTocco, gilt tops, 2ls., and morocco elegant, II, Is. 



■w— .. \m — The Plays of Phillip Massinger with 

Notes, Critical and Explanatory, by W. Gifford, with Portrait, 
&c. complete in one volume. Medium 8vo. cloth lettered, 12«. 

" This elegant and correct reprint of Massinger, from the text of 
OifTord, with his Critical and Explanatory Notes, and the general CriUcal 
Remarks of Dr. Ireland appended to each play,— merits out highest com- 
mendation, and can scarcely fail to command an extensive share of public 
favour— elegantly printed, and in all other respects fitted to adorn the 
first libraries of the land.'*— jV^&n? Monthly Magaxine, 



SPBirSBR,— The Works of Edmund Spenser, a New Editioii 
complete in one volume, medium 8vo. cloth lettered with a Por- 
trait, &c. lOs. 6d. 

" It most be said also In its recommendation that it is a careful copy 
from the best original editions. It is accompanied by a fine portrait of 
the poet himself."— r2m« Mercury. 

PZiATO'8 DZVZITE ]>ZA»>OIJE89 together with the 
Apology for Socrates. Translated from the original Greek 
with introductory Dissertations and Notes from M. Dacier : A 
New Edition, revised and corrected after Sydenham and 
Taylor, 12mo. 6«. 



._ on the Influence of Mental Excitement and 

Mental Cultivation on Health. Small 8vo. cloth, lettered, 
U. Qd. A New Edition, with a Preface by J. Simpson, Esq ' 
author of the ** Philosophy of Educ»tioxi." .' 
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,ygrAXTOV Ain> COTTOirS CouPLETB Angler, with 
Notes, Biograpbical and Explanatory, and the Lives of the 
Authors, illustrated with Major's 76 Wood Engravings and 
Copper- plates. Post 870. half morocco, gilt top, 12»., (originally 
published at 21*.) morocco elegant, 18». 

IBVTAlcTOirS KXVSS of Donne, Wotton, Hooker, Herbert, 
and Sanderson ; with Major's Portraits, Autographs, and 
illustrative Wood Cuts. This new and beautiful Edition has 
been carefully revised, and the Notes, &c., enriched with 
matter of interest. Koyal 18mo., cloth lettered, 10*.; and 
in varied styles of morocco, elegantly gilt, 14*. A few copies 
may be had, L. P. cr. 8vo. half-bound morocco, 18*. • 

**The vignettes and plates are occellent: both the Printer and 
the Engraver deserve great praise for this very neat work."— CAtcrcA 
of, England, 

CpirCBOlcOOT* — Hanley's CoNGHOLOOiST*s Book of Spe- 
cies ; — a Description of 600 Specie^ of Univalves, with Figures 
plain and coloured, cloth gilt, 5*., or with all the plates coloured, 
7*. 6d. 

%* Ask /or the second edition — it is much enlarged and improved. 

BXtOlWB'S Religio Medici and Christian Morals, with his 
HydrioUphia or Urn-Burial. Small 8vo., 4*. 6d. A new edit. 

8BORT BAXTBa At Easy Introduction to, for the Use of 
Schools and Private Tuition. Eighth Edition. Price 1*. 

OXiXVBB'S SOBXPTTTRB XiEXZCOB, or a Dictionary of 
above 4000 Proper Names of Persons and Places, divided mto 
Syllables, with their proper accents, &c., 18mo. cloth, 3s, ; or 
with Dr. Cotton's Dictionary of OBSOLETE WORDS in 
the BIBLE, 4s. cloth. 

BAVn>SOB*8 VZltOZ& — Literal translation in English 
Prose. New Edition with Notes, index, and Map, foolscap 
8vo. 4sf cloth. 

BOBiLTZZ OPBBJL. 32mo. Cambridge Edition. Clothes, 6d,; 
morocco, 5*. 6d. . 

BOBJaiTZZ OPERA, with a Literal Translation in English 
Prose opposite to each page, by Smart^Now Edition, 18mo. 5«. 
' cloth. 

BOBACB— Literally Translated intoENOLiSH Pbose, by Sma^ht. 
A New Edition, 18mo. 3s. cloth. 

SALLUSTII OPERA, a Allen, veith Notes at foot of each 
page, a good Edition, or. 870. 5*. 
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BOOA&TB MOlLA&nBB — ^by Br. Trusler, a new and 
complete Cabinet Edition, witb Notes, &c. lUnstrated by 57 
Engravings and 12 Wood Cats, 8vo. clotb gilt, 14*., origi- 
nally published at U.16s. in boards s half morocco, gilt edges, 
18«. 

" The plflfees not only exceed all the former small copies, bat -we 
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comprising such Terms used in Botany, Chemistry, Compara* 
tive Anatomy, Conchology , Entomology, Palaeontology, Zoology, 
and other branches of Natural History as are connected with 
the study of Geology, &c. Second Edition, enlarged, 8vo, 
cloth lettered. Price 9s. 

'<This is a work much wanted Hi the soientiftc world; and the 
author has performed hia task with care, industry, and talent." 

MAMMOV^'B Popular Dictionary o»Fact and Knowledob 
for Schools and General Use. New Edition, enlarged, with 
hundreds of wood engravings. ISmo. bound, 4*. 

XXB>XB HTBZTB'S Rem a ins, with an Original Memoir. Cam- 
bridge edition, small 8vo. 4*. 6d, cloth, or 7s. 6d, morocco. 

TOMIiZirB'8 ZHTBOBtrCTSOSr to the Studv of the Bible, 
12mo. cloth, a New Edition. 3s. 6d. Published at 5^. 

8UltMBT'8 Discourse of the Pastoral Care, with Prefa* 
tory Remarks. By the Rev. Thomas Dale, M.A., Vicar of 
St. Bride's, &c. Small 8vo. Price 4s. cloth, or 7s. 6d. 
morocco. 

"This is a very correct edition, rendered particularly valuable by 
Mr. Dale's remarks, and cautionary hints to the student." — Church qf 
England Mag. 

BBVBBX3>OE'8 Private Thoughts on Religion and a Chris- 
tian's Life-^both parts complete, a New Edition^ revised. 
Small 8vo. cloth, 4s. 6d. ; morocco, 7s. 6d. 

'* A book generally known, and as generally valued. Our friends 
will thank us for recommending to fhem a new edition, published bj 
Washbourne, a very neat and well-printed volume." — Church if 
England Mag^ 
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WOBKS PtJBLtSHBD BY HEURY WASBBOURNE. 5 

BimAir'S VZLCULZarS VltOOWSS. illustrated by 100 
Wood Engravings, with Notes by Mason, &c. Royal 18mo. 
cloth, gih, 2s, 6d. ; cloth, gilt edges, or half-bound roan, Zs, ; 
morocco, 58. 6d. 

ll7E&CBMA3Br on the ARTICLES. — The Student's Edition, 
18mo. 23. ; Large Paper, royal 18mo. Ss. ; and Interleaved for 
Students, Ss. 6d, 

SO'Wl>XEX'8 SERMONS on the Doctrines and Duties of 
Christianity. IBmo. 3s, Morocco 5s. 6d. and L. P. royal 
18ino. 4s., morocco 7s, 6d. 

BTOVXOJmWB EVERY MAN'S ASSISTANT and Sick 
Mak's Fbiend. New Edition, iSmo. cloth lettered, 2s. 6d^ 



pint TOUirO BKSir, by Dr. Cox. 12mo. cloth, 3s. 



SBWbfi'S (AMBSOSB) BORJB SOXiITABZJB B or, 

Essays upon some remarkable Names and Titles of Jesus 
Christ and the Holy Spirit, occurring in the Old and New 
Testaments, and declarative of their essential Divinity, &c. 
Published at I2s., now reduced to 9s. 8vo. cloth. 

BOBSUBT*S (BZSBOP) 8EBJICOBS. The whole of the 
three volumes is contained in this edition. 8vo. 9s., How 
offered at Ts, 6d. cloth. 



BiratBBT'S BBPOSZTIOB OV TBB TSZHTT-WZITB 

ARTICLES OP THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND: with 
an Appendix, containing the Confession of Augsburg, the Creed 
of Pope Pius IV., &c. : Revised and Corrected, with copious 
Notes and additional Scripture References, by the Rev. James 
Robert Page, M.A., of Queen's College, Cambridge, Minis- 
ter of Carlisle Chapel, Lambeth. 8vo. cloth, 9s. 

*•* In fbis edition the text of Burnet has been preserved with strict 
fidelity: the nomerons references to the Fathers, Councils, &c., have 
been verified, and in many instances so enlarged and corrected, that 
they may be found witfa<mt difficulty : many Scripture references hav« 
Tyeen added: the most important Canons and Decree^ of the Council 
referred to have been given in the original, &c. ' 

8]ffTZiB|t'|S (BXS9P7) WARBJBi containing the Ana- 
LOGY OF Religion, and Sermons preached at the Rolls' 
Chapel ; with Life by Dr. Halifax, Bishop of Gloucester. 8vo. 
9*., now offered at Ts. 6d. cloth and lettered. 

•»• The Sbrmohs, &c., may be had separate at 4»., and the 
Amaloot for is., doth. 
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WOIIKS PITBLI8HBD BY 'HENBT WASHBOtJItJIB; 



vsurromi (bzbkof) BZssmtTATzoir ow 

PROyBBCZBSf which have been remarkablj fulfilled, and 
at this time are fulfilling, in the world. Edited by the Rev. 
W. S. DoBSON, M.A., Peterhouse, Cambridge. • 8vo. 9^., now 
offiered at 78, 6d, cloth and lettered. 



for a worthy Keceir- 
ing of the LORD'S SUPP£R, as recommended and appointed 
by- the Church of England, consisting of Meditations and 
Prayers, with a Companion to the Altar, &c. &c. In 2 parts. 
Royal S2mo. bound black leather, or embossed roan, Ss,, and 
morocco 5«.— May be had in various styles of bindings. 

*«* Part 1, containing the Companion to thk Altar and Pkat sas, 
&c., and Part 2, conMsting of Meditations, PbaybRs, and Htmns, witt 
a Form for Self-Exanaination, may .be had sefMurate at.2f. each, bound in 
black leather or embossed roan ; 4f . morocco. 

SOOTOrS (TBEREV.TBOltCaB) cowumsktatlt ov 
TBB8XB&B, with an Introductory Essay, and copious 
additional Notes, Critical, Practical, and Explanatory, by the 
Rev. W. Symington, D.D. : illustrated with numerous maps 
and fine engravings after the Old Masters. 3 vols, royal 4to. 
extra cloth and lettered, 41. 4s, ^ and may be had in morocco or 
calf bindings. The Type t* large and clear, ' 

BOBB'8 BBATTTZBS OF SBAXSPBa&E. A new 

edition, 18mo. cloth gilt 2*. 6d,, or very elegantly gilt, with 
gilt edges, 3s, morocco elegant, 5s, 6d, 

AZBlZXr AXTB BAABAITLB'S EVSmWOS AT BOaCB^ 

or the Juvenile EJudoet opened ; consisting of a varietv of 
miscellaneous Pieces for the Amusement and Instruction of 
YouNO Persons. New edition, newly arranged and illus- 
trated by 22 engravings j royal 18mo. cloth gilt, 5s., and 
■ half bound, neatly gilt, 68, 

*** Decidedly the best and most complete edition ; formerly published 
by Messrs. Scott & Co. 

BISTORT OF SAWBl-OBB AB1> BCBBTOB, bx Mr. 

Thomas Day. A new edition, not abridged ; illustrated by 
22 engravings on steel ; royal 18mo. 58, cloth, and ds, half bound. 

This is well illustrated, lind fonns a mostiastmctive and attractive 
volume for boys. 

WILBERFORCE^S PRACTICAL VIEW OF CHRIS- 
TIANITY, WITH A LIFE, by Price, 18mo. Large Type, doth 
lettered, 3«., morocco ^. 64, . 
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WORKS PUBtlSBBD BY HENRY WASHBOURKB. 7 

VBBATBS OV VBM OBSBX8. A new edition, with 
Plates, 870., 15«. 

IBP'ATTS' (Bit.) SBOXT VIBHTOT TBB "VTBO&S 
SCnUOmntB history, with a continaation of the Jewish 
Affairs, and illustrated br Plates. A new edition, revised 
and corrected, 13mo. cloth lettered, 3«., and strongly bound 
and^ lettered for schools, 3s. 6d» 

THE BOOK OF NOTABLE THINGS, 8ro. cloth gilt, pub- 
lished at 10«. 6d, reduced to As. 6d. cloth gilt. 

tmrUEXTB cnfclGXSTBS^ OVZDBi with Plates, 18mo. 
cloth, 2s. 

Clcmte'S TUBOUI OLB BZSPITTATZOirSi anew Lite- 
ral Translation, with an Introduction, and Observations on the 
Ancient Schools. Small Bvo. 4s. 6d. is now reduced to 3s. 

XBliSPRZSB.B'S BZBXiZOTBBCA C&ASSZCAi a Clas- 
sical Dictionary, by Anthon, and re-edited by Barker. A 
new edition, greatly improved by Dr. Giles, 8vo. \6s. 6d. bound. 

*«* The only edition wbich can safely be consulted for correct infoima- 
tion — containing upwards of 4000 articles, chiefly Geographical, which 
cannot be foand in any other. It ia used at Eton, Rugby, and most .of 
the principal achools.— The Student ia recommended to apply expressly 
for this edition. 

VIRGILII MARONIS OPERA, in usum Delphini: new 
edition, with Indexes; Clavis Metricas Virgiliana, &c. &c. 
8vo. -cloth lettered 9s., or, bound for Schools, reduced to 10«. 

VIRGILII MARONIS OPERA, cura J. Dymock, new edition, 
with an Historical and Geographical Index, in English. . 18nu)« 
' bound, 59. 6(f. 

DODDRIDGE'S RISE AND PROGRESS of Reuoion iw 
THE Soul, 18mo. cloth. Is, 6d, a Neat Edition. 

STBWABT*S (BTTOA&B) OUTLINES of MORAL PHI- 
LOSOPHY, for the use of Students. New edition, with Life 
<«OF.TBB Author, small 8 vo. cloth 4«.-6<f« 
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W0BK8 PUBLISflED BY HENBY WAJSBBOVJOXEi 



HERBERT'S POEMS, Country Parson, &c. royal S^mo. 
cloth, 4«. 6d, ; morocco, Ts, 6d. 

THE PRIEST to THE TEMPLE ; or, The Country Parson 
— ^his Character and Rule of Holy Life. Rojal 32mo, cloth, 
. 2«. ; embossed gilt edges, Sg, ; morocco, 4t. 6d, 

■ . 1 . 

THE TEMPLE, Sacrkd Poems, &c. by George Herbert, royal 
■SSmo. clothy 3a. ; morocco, &9, 64. 

FENELON'S PIOUS THOUGHTS concerning the Knowledge 
of God, with Directions- for a Holy Life, 32mo. cloth. Is.; 
m\kt U. 6d. 

FENELON^S Reflections, Thoughts, and other Holy Kz- 
' ercises, 32mo. cloth, Is. 6d, ; silk, 2«. with a Portrait. 

FENELON'S Pious Reflections for erery Day, with bis Life 
and Portrait, cloth 9d, -, silk Is, 6d. 

TALBOT'S Reflections, Poems, and Essays, 32mo. cloth, 
ls.6d.', 8ilkSS«. 

TALBOT'S Essays, d2mo. cloth Is. ; silk Is. 6d. 

TALBOT'S Reflections for eviBry Day in the Week, Poems, 
&c. 32mo. cloth Is. ; silk Is, 6d. 

CECIL'S Friendly Visit to the House of Mooming, 32mo. 
cloth gilt Is. ', silk Is. 6d. 

MELMOTH'S Great Importance of a Religious Life, with 
Prayers, See., Cloth Is, ; silk 2s. 

WILBERFORCE'S Practical View of Christianity, S2mo. 
cloth. Is, 6d. ', moroQCO 3«, 64, Another Edition in ISmo. Si. 
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WORKS PUBLISHED BY HBNRT WASHBOUBNE. fl 



Pa»001tS8SZV8 mrO&XS for Yovno Children, 
with Engranngs on Wood. 

,T ZiZTTZiB TAZiES for Vert Little Children, in 
Single Syllables of from 3 to 5 Letters. In two series, square 
16mo. 1«. 6d, each, cloth and lettered. 

VROOltBSSZVB TAXA8 for Little Children, in Words 
of One and Two Syllables. Two series, square 16ino. 2g. each, 
doth and lettered. 

The aboye, fonniog the Young Child's Library, are of a moral and 
religions tendency, combining instraction with amusement, and are 
peculiarly adapted to the capacities of children of from 3 to 5 or 
years of age. N.B. The type is large, 

vimAin laEGAi. ainDES.-Nxrvir EDZTzom. 

PLAIN INSTRUCTIONS for Etery Person to MAKE A 
WILL ; with Forms of Bequeste, Tables of Duties, &c. Cloth 
gilt, 2s. 

"Boast not thyself of to-morrow, for thoa knowest not what a day 
may bring forth." 

PLAIN GUIDE to EXECUTORS and Administrators, 
Guardians, &c., showing the Duties of their Trusts, and 
bow safely to perform them ; the Requisitions of the Stamp 
Office, as comprised in the sereral Acts respecting Legacies, 
&c. 2s. 6ci. cloth gilt. 

PLAIN Laws of WILLS, EXECUTORS, GUARDIANS, 
&c. Cloth, lettered. 4s. 6d. 

PLAIN ADVICE to LANDLORDS, Tenants, Lodoino- 
HousE Keepers, and Lodgers ; including the Law of Dis- 
tress, Dilapidation, Fixtures, New Law of Ejectment, &c. ; the 
Powers of Tax Collectors and Parochial Authorities. Price Is. 

"It contains a good deal of usefol, practical information in a concise 
form, unobscured by legal technicalities.— There is an excellent Sum- 
mary of the Law of Distress."— Ttm^^. 

PLAIN Guide to the Law of MASTER and SERVANT, 
Apprentices, Journeymen, Artificers, and Labourers, 
with Abstracts of Combination Acts ; Arbitration of Disputes 
between Masters and Workmen, and on Regulating Mills, 
factories, &c. Price 1*. 

PLAIN GUIDE ON COMMERCIAL LAW, 18mo. 2». 

PLAIN FAMILY LAW ADVISER, &c. &c. Thick 18mo. 
cloth lettered, price 6s, 

N. B. As there are ** base imitations** of the above, the Public are 
cautioned to ash for the exact Title as above, and published by 
Washboubhs, which are carefully oonreeted to the present time. . 



dbyGoOgk 



10 • WORKS SOLD BY HSNRY WASHBOURNB. 



nrTBitasTzvo vronMB 

SOLS, FOR A SHORT PERIOD ONLY, 

AT THE FOLLOWING VERY REDUCED PRICES, 
BT H. WASHBOURNB. 



i, BMOXAMTTB BZSTOltT OF BH-OXJLHD. 

Now complete, with 50 enoravinos on steel, of interesting 
Historical Subjects and Portraits of all the Sovereigns, 
with a Preliminart Essay on the Study of History, &c., by 
' the Rev. Dr. Stebbimo ; 16 vols, small 8vo. Published at 
3/. 49,, now reduced to 1/. 13«., cloth, gilt. 

*«* Some odd volumes to complete sets may be bad- in green cloth, at 
3#. each. 



rs BKSMBITTS OF OBOKOOT, numerous Plates, 
12mo. Si, 6d., is reduced to 2s, only in cloth. 



VB B&BBEBBTS OF KOOXiOOT, numerous Plates, 
12mo. Ss, 6d,f is reduced to 2s, 

AUTIQITABIAlff ]tEPEB.TORTf a Miscellany intended 
to Preserve and Illustrate valuable Remains of Olden Times. 
231 Enoravinos, many very curious and rare, 4 vols.- royal 
4to. half bound, gilt bands, &c., now reduced to 4/. lOs. 

VATTXi JOWBSf — The Memoirs of, from his original Journals 
and Correspondence. 2 vols, small 8 vo. cloth gilt, i4s, re- 
duced to 58, 

8ACOW8 First Impressions and Studies from Nature in 
Hindoostan, illustrated by 27 Plates, reduced to lOs. 
2 vols. 8vo., originally published at30«. 

BAINES'S History of the COTTON MANUFACTURES 
in Great Britain, Illustrated by many fine Engravings. 
(Published at I6s,) now reduced to lOs, 6d, cloth lettered. 

BROWNE'S Self-Tnterpreting Testament, a good Edition, 
4to, 9s. cloth. (Published at IBs.) 

FSRGVS'S (Rev. H.) Testimony of Nature and Revelation 
to the Being, Perfections and Government of God,, crown 
6vo..cloth. 7s, 6d, is reduced, to Ss, 
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WORKS SOLD BY HENRY WASHB0I7RNE. 11 



SPSirCSR'S TRiLVE&S ZXT CZRCASSZA, KXtlM 
TA&TAItTy &TC.9 including a Steam Voyage down the 
Danube, from Vienna to Constantinople, and round the Black 
Sea, 2 vols. 8vo. Third Edition, with map ^ plates t coloured 
and plain, (published at 1/. lis, 6d,) gilt clothy 12«. 

" Upon all points of interest connected with the Circasdana, Mr. 
' Spencer furnishes information, both specific and authentic, and we 
earnestly recommend the perusal of this work/'-^J.^ /««. 

8P8irCBlt*S TlULVSZiS ZIT OERMJUrT, with a 
glance at Poland, Hungary, and' Switzerland, in 2 vols. 8vo. 
Second Edition, with coloured plates' and wood cuts, {^vih' 

, lished at 1/. As.) gilt cloth, 10*. 

"The writer starts on his journey from the 'vantage ground of a 
long residence in the country ; he is pleasant, informed, diligent, and 
coittectJ'—Athenaum, 

SPSirC8B.*S TZLaVZSZiS Zir TBB 'WESTSltlO'CATr- 

CABXJSf including a Tour through Imeritia, Mingrelia, Tur- 
key, Moldavia, Galicia, Silesia, and Moravia, (publi^ed at 
1/. 8*.) 2 vols. ^vo. plates, 10*. 

' '* Mr. Spencer writes in a clear -and simple style— the best proof of 
a healthy and vigorous mind, and he makes good use of his ad?antage 
as a traveller on untrodden ffowoA^—Athencum, 

' %* The above 6 vdls. are well Illustrated, and may be had 
uniform in cloth (published at 4/. 4*.) for 1/. lis. 6d. 

TBOMAS A X&MPZS.-— The Christian's Pattern ; or, a 
Treatise of the Imitation of Jesus Christ ; in four books, 
with Meditations and Prayers. 8vo. large type, (published at 
58,), now reduced to 3s. 6d, 

nt^* Reprinted in the old style from Redmayne's Edition of 1705^ 

irAPO&BOir MSMOZRS.— Evenings with Prince. Cam- 

BACERE8, 2 vols. 8vo. portiaits, (published at 1/. 8«.) cloth 
gilt, 9s. 

" These volames abound in anecdotes. Baron Langon had access 
to good sources of information both docomentary and oral, and re- 
liance may generally be placed on the facts and anecdotes which he 
has introduced/'— J.rAen<e«i». 

BURNS (The WORKS of) including all his Letters to Clarinda, 
&c., with Tannahill'b Poems, complete in one volume 8Vo. 
(Published at 12s.) now reduced to 6«. 



dbyGoOgk 



12 WORKB SOLD BT HBITRT WASHBOURl^E. 

9innnrA&.-~StirIiQg'8 revised by Nuttall, conUining the 
Latin Text, with a Linear Literal Translation, Gifford's 
Poetical Version, Treatise on Latin Versification, Memoirs, 
Notes, Index, &o.&c. 10«. {reduced to 4s. 6(2.), post 8vo. cloth. 



OKBTOW HisTOEY of the Life of Ciccuo. A new 
and handsome, edition in one Tolume, mediam Svo, cloth, 6^. 
published at 9c. 



.T80W8 Indexes to the Greek Tragedies. 2 vols. 8to. 
2/. 2<. now reduced to l/« 4c. 

%* The Index to Sophocles may be had separately, price 8c.* 
aud to JEscHYLvs, price 5c., originally publiihed ai 12c. etieh. 



BZi&'S (Professor) Sacred Thoughts^ suggested by Texts 
from Scripture, second edition, enlarged and illustrated, 
* 10c. 6d,, redaced to 5c., or morocco, 9c. 



a 8 Unztbbsitt Sermons to Young Men, 4c. 6J., ongi- 
nally 9c. 

CO'WPBIb'8 mrOBSES COMPKBTB. Comprising his Poems, 

Letters, &c. with copious Memoirs, and illustrative Notes, by 
Dr. Memes. Several Portraits and Plates, 2 vols, crown 8vo. 
cloth gilt, ;Slc. reduced to 13c. 6J. 

*;|5* The Poems may be had separate for 7c. 6d* 



Oata.'rs POSTZCAqb 'WOBXS, with Notes, Life of the 
Author, &c. by the Rev. John Mitford, with two Portraits, 
8vo. cloth, published at 18c. now reduced to 4c. 6d, 



JUrSTBT'S VrVW bath OVZBE. Edited by J. Brit- 
TON, &c. and Illustrated by George Cruixsbank, cloth. 
Price 5c. originally 9c. 



MimtO'S (B.BV.VBBa) StmiMBlt BAMBXJB8 ZB* 
SYRZiL, with a Tartar Trio from Aleppo to Stamboul, 2 vols. 
8vo. with plateSf (publishea at 1/. 4c.) now reduced to 7c. 

IfiudOfi^, 1835. 
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WORKS SOLD BT HBNBY WASHBOUBNR. 13 



t, — ^Memoireofthe Rev. RowLAHP Hill, 
M.A., with a Preface, by the Rev. James Sherman. Secoud 
edition, published at Qs^ia now redaced to 5s, cloth lettered. 



ICBPT AHU BXABC9&S. — Instructive Letters 

AND Lives of Eminent Men. Foolscap 8vo. 5s. reduced to 
5s» cloth lettered. 



PRZCB'S (ItBV. T.) 'WZ8BOM ABTD OEmtra Ol* 
SBikXSyBAXtB : compnsmg Moral Philosophy, Deli- 
neations of Character, Paintings of Nature, and the Pas- 
sions; 700 Aphorisms, &c. &c., with Notes and References, 
forming a Text-book for the Philosopher, Moralist, Statesman, 
Poet, and Painter. Foolscap 8vo. published at 7*. 6d,, now 
reduced to 6s, cloth gilt. 



&AXrCA8BZBB> — ^The Illustrated Itinerary of theCouNrr 
of Lancaster, by Dr. Taylor and Dr. Beard ; 179 Bngrav- 
angfe and Wood Cnta, with a Map. Imperial 8vo. half- 
bound morocco, published at 1/. 5s, now reduced to I2s, 6d, 



JONES'S HISTORY op the CHRISTIAN CHURCH, with an 
Account of the Waldenses, &c. 2 vols. 8vo. Published at 1/. 4s, 
is now reduced to I5s. 



PETTIGREW'S PORTRAIT GALLERY and Memoirs or 
Celebrated Physicians, Surgeons, &c. 36 fine Portraits, 
imperial 8vo. half-bound morocco. (Published at 21. 2s.) now 
reduced to II, lOs. 

FOX HUNTING.— The Noble Science of Fox Hunting by 
Delme Radclyffs, Esq. Illustrated, royal 8vo. published 
at II. Ss. now reduced to 12^. cloth gilt. 

PICTURESQUE AND HISTORICAL RECOLLECTIONS 
OF BELGIUM, GERMANY, FRANCE, and SWITZER- 
LAND, with Views, &c.y small 8yo. Is,, reduced to 4s. 6d. 

LIFE AND REIGN OF WILLIAM IV., with Anecdotes of 
his Queen and Court, Illustrated by Engravings, 2 vols. 8vo, 
18#.,now reduced to I2«. 
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14. WORKS BOLD BY HENEY WA8HB0IJRNE. 

"WVZTS'S BZCTZOVAK^ of the V£T£K1NARY AKI, 
containing Explanation of Terms, a description of the Anatomj 
or Structure of tbe Horse. Practical Observations on Diseases, 
&c. Second edition, l2mo., 7«. 6d,, now reduced to 4s. 6d. 
cloth lettered. 

MACXWZOBT'S KA&lCOirT OF TBB VOmt COS- 

PBl^Sy in which the natural order of each is preserved, with 
a Paraphrase and Notes. 2 vols. 8vo. fifth edition (published 
at 21«.), is now reduced to 12«. cloth lettered. 

AMAMSAn mOKTS* SnrTBRTAZWllISSrTS— Illus- 
trated.— Valpy's Classical Library Edition, 4 vols, small 8vo. 
Published at 218. ; is reduced to 10s. 6d. Cloth Gilt. 

lUkXl^ iun> SSA TA&88y by the Old Sailor, with plates, 
by Cruikshank, 2 vols, small 8vo. Published at ±8s,; is 
reduced to 7s,, Cloth Gilt, 

HOLAJLVa MBMOZUUkXiS OV SBAXSPBAltB and his 
Times, 8vo. Published .at XOs.dd.', is now reduced, to. 4*. — 
Cloth lettered. 

OOinUD*S BZOOILA.PBZCAab BZC^TZOlTiLltT of Pain- 
ters, Engravers, Architects, &cc. &c., with an account of 
the principal Works of the various Schools of Art, royal 18mo. 
17*., reduced to 7*. 6d. 

PUCKLE*S club, Beautipolly Illustrated by Thurston, 
and printed by Whittingham, small 8vo. cloth (published at 
Is, 6d,) now reduced to 4«. 6d. 

SOUTHGATFS TRAVELS in TURKEY. PERSIA, &c. &c. 
Maps and Wood Cuts, 2 vols, crown 8vo. (published at 16*.) 
now reduced to 19*. cloth lettered. 

TIM BOBBINS'S LANCASHIRE DIALECT and Poems, cr. 
8vo. 3*. 6d. cloth lettered. 

WILLIAMS'S DICTIONARY OF all RELIGIONS. 8vo.(pub- 
Ubhed at 10*. 6d.) now reduced to 5«. cloth lettered. 

CECIL'S LIVES OP BACON and.Cadogan, Portraits, small 
8vo. 4*. 6d. reduced to' 2*. 6d, 
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WORKS SOLD BY HENRY WASHBOUftNB., 
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S&XiZS'S SITMMBR AITO HTZZSTTBlt ^ZXr TBS PT- 
ftSXTBES. B7 the Author of *• The Women of England.*^ 
Post 8vo., with a View of the Town and Castle of Pau. 
Published at 9s* is now reduced to 5«. cloth gilt, or 10«. 6d. 
morocco very elegant. Second Edition. 

" The -work, it full of interest." — ** Virid, graphic, forcible, and 
fervid."—" Displays no ordinary faculties of observation.**— " Read 
it through."— i?'r<wi various Magazines, 

SXCTZOITART OT qTrOTATZOlTS FSOIMC SBAXS- 
PKAJtB, small 8to., New Edition, (pablisfaed at 78,) cloth 
gilt, 39. 



JkirS&ATZOirs (literal and otherwise) of the O&ikSSZCB^ 

for the USE op StTjdents, &c. 

Juvenal, Gifibrd's Translation; 

with Memoirs, crown 8vo. cloth, 3#. 

Another, with the Latin 



2Sac]iylTi8. Translated by Potter, 
4j. 6d„ note reduced to 2s. 6d, 

Axistophanes — The Comedies, 
translated by Wheelwright, with a 
Dissertation, &c., from the German 
of Wachmuth. 2 vols. 8vo., 1^ 4<., 
reduced to 8s. 6d. 

Cicero — Tnseiilan Dispnta- 
tioxis, a literal Translation, with 
an IntrdductioD ; new edition, 
small 8vo., 9s. cloth, lettered. 

Hesiod, by Eltoit; Bion and 
niosoliiis, Sappho, and Mn- 
amuM, by Fawkbs; ImjcO' 
phron, by Royston; 4f. 6d., 
now reauced to 2s. 

Homer, by Pope, 3 vols., pub* 
hshed at 13;. 6<2., is reduced to 6s, 

Horace, by Francis and others, 
with Phaadrtu, by Smart, 2vo1s. 
9s., reduced to 4s, 

Horace, a literal Translation in 
English Prose, by Smart, 18mo. 
3s, cloth. 

Jnvienal, by Badham; Persins' 
by Urummond; 4s, Od,, now re. 
duced to 2s. 6d, 



Text, accompanied by Linear li- 
teral Translation, Os. crown 8vo. 
cloth, reduced to 4s, 6d. 

Ovid. Translated by Drtdbk, . 

POF£, GONflREVB, AdDISON, Ac. ; 

2 vols., 9;., reduced to &s. 
Pindar and Anacreon, by 

Wheelwright; 4s. 6d., now re. 

duced to 'Zs, fid- 
Plutarch. Translated by the 

Lamchurnes; 7 vols., ll.lls, 6d., 

now reduced to ISs. 

Sophocles. Translated by T. 
Prance LIN, D.D., 4s. Qd.t now 
reduced to 3s, 

Sophocles, a new literal Transla- 
lion of the whole of his Plavs, 
Jrom Wunder's edition, 12mo., 
cloth lettered, Ss, 

Tacitus, by Mdrphy. 5 vols., 
22^. 6d., reduced to lOs. Qd, 

Thucydides. Translated by W* 
Smith, D.D.: 3 vols., \Zs, «<?., 
now reduced to %s, fid, 

Virgil, a literal Translation of the 
Clergies, Bucolics, and 
Sneid, by Davidson, new edi- 
tion, small 8vo., 4s,, cloth lettered. 
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ygtOWLMM OF 0nt ^V^AZiTSR 8COTT» compris- 
iog his Novels and Tales, Poetical and Miscellaneous 
Prose Works, with his Live bj Lockbart, forming 98 vols., 
illastrated by nearly 200 engntTings* ALL EARLY PROOFS 
on INDIA PAPER— by Turner and our first Artists; pob- 
Ushed at 352., is now offered at 20/. cloth, rery elegant. 

-Tlfts ^MTavvrltty Nereis, the best Cabinet Edition, 



with 96 engravings after Turner, &c., 48 vols, small 8vo. 
cloth lettered, published at IfL 

-Hhm Poetical TKTorks, complete- (with the Author's 



last Introduction and Notes), unifonn with the above, contain* 
ing 25 engravings from Tumer!s designs, 12 vols, small 8vo. 
cloth lettered, published at SI. is now offered at 2/. 5s, 
f Th» amtam, with 35 Laitdscapb illustrations by 

Finden, &c., in addition, jinaking 60 engravings : 12 vols. 
doth lettered, is offered at 2Z. 10«. 

-Tlfts Sliwellaaaoiis Prose ^MTorks. 28 vols, cloth 



lettered, with 56 engravings ; published at 7/., is now offered 
at 5/. 10«.. cloth and lettered. 

.Z«ilb of Sir "Walter Scott, by Loekhart, with 20 



engravings : 10 vols, small 8vo. published at 2/. 10«., is now 
offered at 22. cloth and lettered. 

WAVBB&ST WOVS&Sff complete, with the last 

Introductions by the Author, together with the whole of his 
Notes and additions, with vignettes and fine engraving 
from Greenshields* Statue of Sir Walter Scoxt, and a 
Glossary ; 25 vols, elegantly bound in cloth, richly and em- 
blematically gilt, with the Armorial Bearings of Sir Walter, 
and other suitable Devices: published at 51. 

•The same, elegantly half-bound morocco, full gilt 



backs, in the same style as the above, with marbled edges. 

FINDEN'S LANDSCAPE and PORTRAIT ILLUSTRA- 
TIONS TO Sir Walter Scott's Works, 160 Engravings, 
early impressions, with Descriptions, 3 vols, royal 8vu. cloth, 
gilt. 21. I5s. PubUshed at 8/. 8«. 

AAirBBCAPS KZSTO&ZCAab HiIiirSTSATZOHS of 
the WAVERLEY NOVELS, containing 108 beautifal en- 
gravings, with Descriptions, Historical and Anecdotical ; in 
2 vols, imperial 8vo. (published at 2/. 2s.) is now reduced to 
1/. 5s.f very handsomely bound in cloth, gilt (a very few copies.; 



HENRY WASHBOURMBi NSW BRIDOB STREET. 
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